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page a Year before the ( 
4 of the Armada hich they 


Spanish 


blasphemously eall’d the In icibie) there 
happend in a remote Country Village an 
Event which can hardly be accounted as 
other than a Mirack It is ver ‘ 

known that the Purpose of Mn : S 
to Establish t Kingdom of ¢ S ma 
that Accomplisht, it 1s thought by some 
Dut not by Papists Lhat no more vere 
permitted Yet vhich we cannot but 
acknowledge) when we pray for Grace 
and Suececour, we ask for the continual 
Miraculous Interposition of the Providen 
tial Hand And when the Mouth of an 
old Woman is open d, and sh Ss permit 
ted to Foretell Things about to Happen 
De fore ever they are Suspected SAV ¢ re 


haps by those ce ep inh the Co Seis Of Soy 


f 
f 


— 
—~ 


I 
thought the Lady Katharine to be a Witeh, 
Se¢€ ne tl it she was not onlv a Black Nun. 
but also formerly Abbess of her Convent 


and always Faithful 


Orde1 We are now taugh that all Or 
ders of Monks and Nuns ! ona nd 
Superstitious Inventions, but we are not 


taught that Nuns are 
You shall hear 

Katharine Predicted, 

For what Pur 

her L know not, nor shall I in 

into Things too deep for a Woma 


W itehe 

exactly vhat Lady 
and in what Words 
JOSE Liie Kut re was he 
veal’d to 
quire 
umned of Di 
If it be Objected that 
Bounden Duty of those who 


Straightway to In 


or even for the most Le 


vines—to find out 
it was the 


heard the Prophecy 


form the Sheritf of the County, so that 
the Matter might be brought before the 
Queen's Most Excellent Highness, I have 


to reply that although the Coming of the 
Spanish Armada was indeed foretold to 
( 


ht, 1888, by Harper ar 


pyrig 
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MASS. 
R BESAN 
is in Clear Language, P » Unde 
Stand, tlie Prop Ss l » Line 
Oracles reco ed in Histon isu 
its Full J pre on only became \ 
) el s Ful ! I Ihe 
thinks, the ¢ tom Obs ed ( the 
mi d Pro els ev Pi itm the Com 
Woes, bu hit N ( Da 
tloun els ould ( (au e] 
rh ta ( ! »(y out of the Way 
and so the Thunder-Bolt vould } 
Harmless, and thus the Proplhe rem: 
Unfulfill’d What, indeed, eould the 


Maicde hs of Jer isniem do latter t 
et had gone about the 


its Overthrow, exce 





of the Lord m hit be Stay d, so tha I 
\ least and heir Children n ht 
Spar a 

Na just S some mes hap ad to the 
Delphic Priestess, our Pre phetess, as you 
shall see, prov’d to have been Herself 
part Deceiv'd Though she new Some 
thing, she did not kno \ Thou 
she could see Beforehand the Coming 
Battle she proy d to be mistaken as to ! 
the Victors Praise be to GOD, the Vie 
tors were not the Queen's Enemies, but 

t 

her own Brave Soldie) 

The Mirae] Cannot t \ i\ x 
plain a No Ole ( ) i pected SO 
eariy n our | irl « t Cou ! Lie LD 
SiIghS of Lilie Span Sil King No One hh 
oul Parts could possibly hh Lhem, 
Why, L have been eredibly inform’d that ' 
l is not unt Nove per o i Ye ir | 


» First News of the Arma reach'd 
the Queen Herself I do not sa iat we 
are more than commonly cut off 
News, but that no News of the Kind could 
ach’d the Lady Katharin As re 
gards the Hearing of News in 
indeed I think 


from 


have r¢ 


ese eer 


Creneral, 


that we are as commodi 


OUSLY sit vated as in any Part of the Coun 


try, except London Our Ships bring ln 


Part: from North 


telligence from evi ry 


1 Brothers. All rights reserved 











THE 


LAST 


toration of the Ancient Faith 
I ; Are there till Trait 
Home and Enemies Abroad 


Say? not 


Ss 


always will be W herefore let us still be 
Ready, and send forth our Lads to sing 
the Spaniard’s Beard, and to snatch from 


him at the Cannon’s Mouth and from his 


Ports on the Caribbean Sea his great Gal 
easses and his Carracks full of Treasure 
There stood leaning over the Sun-Dial 
on the Terrace two Girls, of whom I was 
one, and Alice H uyves the other Like the 
two Young Men, we were nearly of the 
same age, and if Roger was betroth’d to 
Alice, then was I for my Part Promis'd to 


her Brother Will. We stood 


beside the 


Sun-Dial. | say, and wateh’d our Lovers 
at their Game. Oh, Happy Time, when 
a Maiden hath given up all her Heart, 


and is her Lover's Slave, though still he 
Choose to eall her Q) 1een Mistress! 
De 


A Modest Maiden I 


light in the Comeliness of her Lover with 


and 


may, hope, Lake 


r 
out Blame. Twomore Comely Lads than 
Will 


1 
pe 


and Roger could nowhe 


e elise 





see Alas that one of them should be 
no more He dyed for Queen and Re 
ligion: therefore we ought not to mourn 
vet he was taken from the Girl he Loved 


I} in 


hess 


theretore sadness, 


im 3 ( that the 
Young Men play'd in their Doublets, and 


she 


was for ‘OK sake 


thre r Cloaks and Caps lay upon the Grass 
Will always had plain Camlet for his 
Doublet and green Tatfeta for his Cloak, 
but Roger, like a London Gallant, went 


in Violet Silk 
Velvet Gu Bugles 
A Young Man must needs go Fine if only 
Mistress 


more Brave his Cloak Gar 


nished with ird 


ana 


to do Honour unto his vet not 
to put his whole Estate upon his Back. 
one who Ne elects to set 
Attire 

Kor 
my Young 
Man Hosen, Starched 
Rutf, Feathered Cap of Velvet, Shirt of 
Lawn, Doublet Slashed and Laced, Cloak 
Lined and Laced and Hung with Tassels 
of Gold and Silve: 


Who would love 
off his Face and Ficure with sueh 
as becomes his Rank and Station ? 


own part, I desire to see a 


Kine with French 


Let him show to the 
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Splendid) Plun Not so; the Braver 
| e more Disp s lis Purple 
ke Lie ’ e sun 
Wh oked oO und thie Lads 
igh ind made Bets ion the Game 
became wre that Lady Katharine 
i ! ) tiie Ie race he Cann 
Porth ¢€ yea Lo uke Line Air in the 
Crar | Not ¢ Unusual to 
Mee Evening L shiverd 
wn caught Alice by Live 
Ha ‘ PNLSIOWLYV, LOOKING toward 
t One Te) iwono one: and sh 
As f ( it Distances by her rhree 
N 
No « l am sure—not even, speaking 
Respect Ihe q) een herself eoulid 
rn ! ) than Lady Katha 
! ‘ ‘ is ca the Abbess but as 
1 " " »> longer anv Convents,. L civ 
e rare Vii Ste as Christen ad 
i { t eivie to ich she was Born 
Shi is tall and erect, though now near 
itv Years of Age; her Nose was hook 
‘ e the Bea oO in Eagle her Chin 
is Lo her | ss were Firm: her Eves 
er ‘I Red Evebrows were as Keen 
is an Tha s, but they were full o 
W rath | ive never Dut ones See 
Lad Kat inli Whe! her Eyes vere 
not fu of Wrat They were Gray in 
( | be] ( bu lam not sure, be 
‘ S »>one Dared to loo er Steadil 
the } é Ne 1 howevel vas the Ef 
et of her Red Evebrows and her Wrath 


Loo iat they seem'd Bloodshot 
s vas W il il bee ise she had been 
Deprived « Convent and her Spirit 
i Ra Fifty Years she Nourish’d 
Ra there ! ind daily Propheey'd to 


her Nuns t 


shit 


he Land 


ll upo 
Terrible Thing for a Woman to Nurse 
s Passic f Wrath: a Man may Figh 
iis Enemy dsoan End; here there was 
no Enen l Thing done Fifty Years 


private GWentliewoman can 
Clinehed Hands 
and sometimes fly out 
Speech It is 


OnLV a Queen 


10 can Punish her Enemies W here 
Tore t especi illy Be Hooves a W oman Lo 
Forgive all 10 wrong her lest she spend 

er Life (and Lose her Soul) in Longing 
for Revenge 

Some there are » Praise the Past 
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ind would Praise it even if it were the 
Past before the Flood, or the Past before 
the Comine of Joshua, or the Past of 


Herod T 
Monks 
Dispersed 


King hese Men speak of the 
Meek Nuns, now 


Here was not only a Nun but 


Godly ind the 


an Abbess But as for the Grace of Meek 
ness or Humility, one might look in vain 
for it My Father was blam’d by some 


in his House, 
Mother's Sister 


for suffering her to remain 


but she w 
vell 


forth when 


His 
that 
thie 


permitted 


and it 


Is 


KhHowWwh those who were driven 


Houses were dissolved 


vere to remain with their 
Friends, even though it was notorious 


that they p avd d: for the Restoration 


r uly 
Old Re 


ot the i@ion She wore the Habit 
Proper to an Abbess of her Order: and 

is the last who wore that Habit in this 
Country. rherefore I deseribe it particu 


It } 
Gown reaching to the Feet, with a Border 
Ermine the 
long, and at the Wrists there was 
Edge 


Surpliec 


cons sted ot a black runic or 


hit 
a white 


of Sleeves were tig and 


Over the black Gown was a white 
reaching tothe Ermine: over that 
Kor Head Dress 
full, 
It was low over 
and hid the Hair 


a Short black Surplice 


she wore a white linen Llood. very 


and tied under the Chin 


the Forehead Over all 


she wore a black Mantle with eray Kur 
Round her Waist was a Cord with the 
triple knot of Charity, Poverty, and 


(Obedience 
y¥ Nec 


vith a Crueitix 


isa Chain of Gold 


Round hit 
} Behind her, at the Dis 
leet or 


Dames, her 


walked the 
Nuns and Servants 


tanee of six 


\neient 


SO 


tiree 


They too were still dressed in their Ben 
edictine Robes. By Living iong together 
the y had grown to resemble each other so 
that one hardly knew which was Sister 
Claire, Sister Angela, or Sister Clemen 
tina They were as old as their Mistress: 


their Shrivelld Faces wore Something 


the Look of Sheep and when the Abbess 
Huddled to 


These poor old Ladies had been 


spoke they Trembled and 
wether. 
with Lady 


Wrath in 


‘ather a Desire to Rest and be 


turn’d out of tl Convent 


Katharine, but there was no 
their Faces, 1 
at Peace 
She walk'd alone the Terrace and pre 
When 
tremble 
But she did not stop in 
them On 


was a strange thing of her to 


sently stopp d she stopp'd the 


Nuns 
together 


old began to and crept 


Close 
Order to admonish the con 


trary, which 


do, she stopped to look at the Players. 























RAISED THE GOLD-HEADED STICK WHICH SHE CARRIED AND POINTED IT TO THE WESTERN SKY.” SEE PAGE 8, 
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NEW 


vy sne regarded no o1 n © gar 
( Phi t t mea to them ind 
t thie Bo ind iked across 
the ¢ i ) ind oot befor 
he \W HH 1 « Roger Shoulde 
AS fon ( ear a ( And my 
Fat i Louie l Bo But 
‘a \) ) nN ‘ { kor s h as 
hin Popish Woman would hav 
! W or Wi 
> sal vale ! Will She 


had 1) » Ma Vo vhich made hen 
the n e ‘Tea ( So, Sirrah: by thy 
| ‘ . be Grandson to Sn 
Hlu iI ( vwobber of the Chureh 
4 ( ! vhen ( el Chil 
a thet > n I caespe dstihie 
ral wa a ori'e R ! Ipon Line 


\l Lit uid \ | 


im the Grand 
% Hump ( oO ms dead ma 
“ H ! Oo 1s alive 
! tL } s 0 despr il 
t ( l Ss aid eu na slo 
| (yy ! e is dead hie shall be 
( | They sha e cut off, they and 
By vo Leave, Madam,” said Will, 
me ¢ ( ho despoiled the Chureh 
é 7 methinks, indifferently 


he Was ion’ 


Ten 


pas hive Ye ws and when he 
cliet 

~ ( Ssirra She raised the Gold 
headed Stick which she carried and point 
‘ ) e Western S now red and flam 
i! Beho she said The Sky is 


Groans of Dy 


1 M 1 see i G it and Terrible 
Slaughte t ( 1m itv Battle upon 
t Wecean: the tall S } ire crushed like 
kee Shells, and sin to the Bottom of 
the Deep with all their Armaments: the 
Wa i Red: those who went forth to 
| i Dro lng the Flood neve 
hefo wa e such a Battle never in 
Davs to come shall b such another: the 
Arm « th Lord is outstretched the 
Migh ire sea red \fter the Roaring 

e Cannol Weeping of the Wo 
rie ifter the Weeping of the Women 
Punishm t ea, the Torture of the 


‘ } for those who have led the 
stray. After their Punis 


Pe opie 





hbment the An 

cient Faith shall be restored: then shall 
ose who thought to grow fat upon the 
Lands of the ¢ ! be driven forth 
homeless and B ars to wander upon the 


to the Mothers 
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ren in that day! Death to 


the young Men! Woe to the Maidens! 

Madam uid Will, ealmly, ‘* we who 
wait upon the Lord and are His Servants 
fear not any | S 

The Abbess made no Sign of hearing 

him 

L see she said, still gazing into the 
Pc y lL see the Bones of one who 
tho iolit to ¢o Home and wed his Bride 


| 
the Sea 


the 
the Tides roll him 


this is his Marriage Bed amor 
the Cra 


Fishes eat out | 


weed ss Crawl about his Ribs 


is Eyes 


hither and thither 
Madam,” said Will again, calmly, 
we who are in the Hands of the Lord 
f inv of these Evils 


rear not 

‘Fools! a Reed 
and it shall Pierce your Hands.” Then 
‘Death 


of the Chureh! 


Fools! ye lean upon 


rais'd her stick again 
Ruin 
Death and 


ee 
Spo a thie 


she and 
for the 
Ruin for those who have de 
The Avenge 
cometh lo! the ‘cometh quick 
ly.” 

Her Nuns, all Huddled close together, 
themselves Alice 
Hand, and e 

The Abbess slowly 
and turn’d and walk’d 


her Attendants, w 


eross'd caught my 


trembled and shook 

lower’d her Stick, 
away, followed DY 
ho Limbs 


} 
SHOOK 


In their 


as if the Curse was pronounced upon them 
selves 

The Sun was down by this Tim a 
Thunder Cloud rolled up which hid the 
Splei dour of the West: it ore Ww darke 
than it is wont to be at this Season: an 


Owl sereeched from the Ivy. 
Cheer up, Lads, 


had he i 


} 


said my Father, who 


alone rd her unmoved This is 


not the first time by many that my Lady 
hath prophecy d Death and Disaster Be 
fore the Pilgrimage of Grace—as I have 
heard: before the Rebellion of the Ketts 


before the Death of King Edward—many 


Times hath she uprais’d her Voice in 
this Fashion. I have never heard that 


any were hurt—whatever she may have 
said 
‘Sir,’ I said, ‘‘ by your Leave: 
ved her W ords then 
to 
terrible Forecast ?” 
It was Sir Anthony 


having now joined us 


creat 
W hat 


and 


Disasters follow 
new Disaster is follow this new 


who answered, 
gravely 

Those who are assur’d that they hold 
the true Catholick Faith need fear 
thing. Since it hath been prov’d abun 


ho 


aantiv that t 


ie only true Catholick Doe 











THE 





trine is that of our own Church, we a 
is Master Will truly said, in the Lord’s 
Hand Therefore let is fear nothing 


The Times 
will be Wars, and many of ow 
Men 
i 
ough Owls 


may 


sereectii a { Nuns pre 





dict Contusion 


\s he Spoke the Ow l se 


} t ul reech ad again 
ind the first Drops fell of the eomn 
Shower, and the Thunder rolld and rum 
bled 

Sweetheart!” cried Will, eat my 
Hand Viv so pale and hile 1 hie 
Th nd r ois he Cannon ie ve 
shall salute our Enemies Lu Smeet oul 
Fate itevet pp 5, W h Stout Heart 


and Steady Ey« 
‘Words. Words said i\ Kathe 
tthe poor mad Woman rave 


Lad let us within \ Sha 





The Abbess came to this Ho the 
Hous of her Sister's Husban ! ( 
Year 1539, when her Nua ‘ 
turn d out o er Uo ( ‘ ( ( I 
Sisters at Binstead | isthe ¥ i hen 
the Great Re ous Houses e made to 
Kollo the Smal ind All together were 
Overwhelmd in One Destruectio It 
vas thirty Years before L \ Bo V« 
have | talk’d with old Met o Remer 
ber’d very we this Great Event, and to 
their Dving Day thev could never Unde 


stand how thi 
have been peacel 
There 


terful King who 


was | ell > iv sure, a most 


everything he 


Bidding But still the \tfections o ie 
> | + 

People must have been airead 1 nd 
awav from the Monks, or there must 
have been a Rising everywhere Not 
here and there one Convent s ippress a, 


but evervwhere over the 
Six Hundred and Mor vith Thou 
| f Monks and Nuns driven 


Hun 


Sands Ot 


KhoW not 


‘hantries of whi ier Ss not 


aire ds ort 4 


now left a single one 
Priests and Monks is not known 


[I be 


became 


lieve, fell into a low Way 


Vag 


mere 
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MASS 











Some, being of rustical Oriein. 1 


P 
POD 
a 


to t d once more Ste { 
Plough i Wholesome Diseip!] e. thou 
the Flesh might Rebel | neve) 
heard how these became irds |) 





l our Part of the Cou s 1 " 
Ship ad sa dl weross To tT | ’ Cou 
tries here they were adm | y other 
Convents, and looked for Rest I feat 
found none, by Reason of the Wars o 
Relig Ol meome orth es i \ Ost 
HO be »? dtoS stantial Kan es. IX 
turn ad to ( r rie as. a er ) them 
Maintain’d until the Death » one asl 
ng hether a harm ss W ! read hie 
rs in Latin o1 e iish rom a 
l or e Book « ( nmon Praver 
Convent of B id ould have 
een held in Greater Respe id it not 
been for its Rich a Lllustrious Neigh 
bor o Wals 8) Mal hie Sisters pos 
sess'd a Priceless Treasure (as it ther 


ire still livi Cou Peopl iO will 
Teli you ho Mirae eS ere orked at 
Binstead as ell Walsn C in thie 
Arm of St. Philip ben rd o heal th 


Sick, sovereign im Cases of Rheumatism 
The Walls are now p ed down, and then 
Stones have been used for Farm Build 
Dormiton are all De stroved No hing re 
mains but a few Stone Wal Ot What is 
said to ave been the Kitchen, and the : 
broad Moat hich guarded it on all Sides 
The last Abbess of Binstead, the Lady 


Katharine, w: 
Age, tho wh 
IX Ye urs 


MMreSSION ot the 


eight Years of 
Year Noviee and Nun 


h so young Sli ruiead her 





Authority, strictly Enforeing the 





R iles of thie Order i? that the misters 
Trembled daily lest they should ineuw i 
her Displeasure, and receive those Pun 
IShmMents by viich Obedience is enfore'd 
n such Houses, where [cannot but think { 
little Things are magnifv'd, and a Broken 
Rule, even one of no Consequence, be 
comes a Great Sin The Visitors of the 
King eould tind no Fault ull W i 
this House but ike the res must 
needs go 
On the Day when they must Depart 


the Sisters 


W eep ne 


Sixteen in Number, came f{ 


ren 


had 


from the Chapel where they 
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Suppression of the Houses But then he 
is arrived at a good Age, and we must 
ull cli And sso ho sueceeded him 
i Protestant o dved in his Youth 
0 \c nua ‘ his Protestar sn said 
the P | n Ques Marv came to 
| ‘ d fora W ( seem d as 
the R Calh c Religion is Re 
tored for Goo Then the Abbess, Lady 
Kat rine th her three Sisters, rode 
to Bins irposing to return to then 
lLouse \las t was already destroy’d 
The Country Folk had Broken down the 
Wood Wo and earry d otf the Stones 
No Human Creature could live mong 
the Ruins rherefore the Sisters rode 
ack to Burnham St. Clement, and con 
1 to ! e there 
Queen Mary died, and Queen Elizabeth 
| \bbess once mo fell to looking 
for the Judgment of Heaven upon the 
Clount Stl for all that hath been 
hnted to he Gracious Mercies and 
Lie ( ) ne \ tories, we should be 
prepard to Acknowledge the Blessing 
of the Lord and His Approbation of the 
Protestant Faith 
Lady k havine is old when first I 
remem be hit As long as she lived af 
terwards no change fell upon her She 


vas always Lofty in her Spirit, always 
lerrible in her Eyes, and always Wrath 
tu So look’d. Is Ippose Judith: so Jael, 
the Wife of Heber the Kenite: so Deborah 
© Boadicea. Mostly Lady Katharine sat 
n her own Chamber, her three Women 
tanding around her: she took her Meals 


ik dad about the Garden fol 
lowed by the three Sisters, all in Silence 


They however, were c¢ rtainly not Wrath 
ful, nor did they ever Prophesy Disaster 
Qn the contrary, they were as Happy as 
Women \ oO are old Can expect to be 
nay, they were Happier than we who have 
the Protestant Light can ever be, because 


thie were Co ineced that their Salvation 
is Assured to them by their Profession 
ind by the Power of the Chureh Their 


only Care was not to incur the Displeasure 
of the Abbess, of whom, old as they were, 
iey ill stood in as*much Dread as a 
voung Maid who fears to be whipped tor 
Clarelessness: in the Presence of the Ab 
iey were Mute as Mice. But when. 


J 


is Sometimes Happened, they were permit 


ted or ordered to leave her Presence, they 





would run and play and laugh like unto 


Children They were also like Children 
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Perhaps War will not coms 






only a few Weeks 


es ont later—that certain good News made 






1) ( though of this the forget our Fears, and put thie Prophe 


ninds 








adorn’'d according to our 






DODOS 





Kern 







Stories a it Saints and Miracles, which I Maids He ecarry'd a great Horn fil 
inderstand to have been Fables, but) with Ale When the Wagon stopp’d, tl 
tl pieased me micht W hen Men all took Hands and shouted ** La 

. wargesse! after whie] 

| \ about, and one who had a 
ar Talk of an Ab- Trumpet blew it. After the Passage of 
I c of tall old Woman with a the Hom rom Hand to Hand, the Men 

H ( N nd Fierce Eyes anda Man's’ sat do 1 to a Feast of Beef and Pudd 


the R 



















ore Ale: nowhere are 









Drink too much, 
Drea Kea this Propheey, despite is but a Headache the next Morning, 


\W ( mura Such a Prediction if so no more M sehrel \s soon as the Men 


r ( that they Burned at Lynn Now, hile they ere t 
he old Womat her Name was Mo Merr\ 
{ Gobl eCAUSe O er Abominable and Will rode into the midst of 







\\ ‘ il \W th Kee roiic s and Water Hand ore | ice so full of Jovy that we 
Co d the Shipwreck of a Noble knew atthe first Sight of him that he had 

\ ( |) iths ot Fourteen Good Ne vs to Tell 
rave » ( If such Mis eT be pe Good News, Sir Francis! he erv d 
rraitte ls to a Miserable Old Woman unto my Father Rare News. Roger! 
even at the Cost of her Immor Here he thre himself from his Horse 
tal Sou iat ould not be aeecorded to and toss’d the Reins to one of the Var 
ich as Lady Katharine if she Sought 1t lets ‘**T come from Wells, and am ear 






As for Battles said Wil “the rving the News to my Father. Up, Men 


World is ll of them, and always shall shout for the Queen, and toss your Caps 







r v are Fight in the Low Coun ind drink her Health, and Confusion to 
trie they are Fighting Krance: there her Enemies 
nv Peace upon the West Indian Our Honest Lads needed no Second In 
tae in is Tor Spain S not Dy vce gone Vitation W ith one Consent they sprang 
for » destroy as many of the Span- to their Feet and threw up their Caps, 
d Ships as he ean Sweetheart. it and drank with Zeal Both Drinking 





eds no Witch to see Blood in the Red and Shouting were very much to their 


Taste 












THE 


aa 
Wells he said, ‘‘ whither the 


hath been Brought by John Eldred 


W | began his 


rom 


ter Mariner of the 
London 


Ship Good Intent, from 
vith Wine ind = other 


He reports that the 


aden 


(7O0daS 


he dropped down the R r Thames ther 
al ed Francis Drake himself from Ply 
nouth ri ng to the Queen the most 


News that he had enterd the 
ind under the Ene 


red and Sunk 


8) ewer than | rt » Ss vreat and 
na without Damage to his own Fleet.” 
That is cood Sard my athe Chir 
tv Ships eannot be but ida 
But thev may OTTO d or bought 
said Sir Anthony, who was present (ro 
Is there more | v Ships 


on, Wil 


estroy the Spanisl 


Phere is Mu More W reply'd 
For when he | Cad Drake sail’d 
one the ( iS und Dk I ed a Hun 
dred more Ships 
That is Brave News indeet said my 
tTathel 
It is Brave News,” said Sir Anthony 


! one oO he K . 

Treasure Ships It is in the West thre 
West, that the Spaniard must be struek 
\ Hundred and Fifty Ships w not de 


the Spanish Kingdom Bb | errant 


it is Brave News 


Chev are Ringing the Bells at Wells 
said Will “* tou can hear them Lis 
ten! 

‘* Navy.’ said S Anthony “ie e 
net be behindhand,” and commanded the 


set to Work 
‘A Hundred and Thirty 


my Father 


Ringers to be 
ragcatad 
endid Fleet de 
stroy 'd 

* Why,” said Will, 


I doubt if from all 


our Ports we could cet together so vast a 
Fleet. A Hundredand Thirty Ships! W 

all his Treasure, yea, and back’d by thi 
Pope himself, I doubt if the King of Spain 
will reeover this Blow in his Lifetime 
Well seems that we are Safe at Last 
Without Ships what ean he do Will 


+ 


he Lil Kk 


Joshua 


Cross lood like 


The longer Time we have said my 
Father, ‘‘the better for us Let us not 
forget that though the King of Spain 


} > - 
the | aot 


Die, 


Therefore, we have an Enemy who, until 


may ope 


hnevel 
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he nself is Overt \ neve 
ceas oO Consp.ire aga s 

Yet, Sir, with S ! ! WW 
one Fears the Pope less | ! 
the King of S | ‘ " 
Pries 

Ken } motte ( More said 
Sir Authony 

W so we talk’d and gave Tha to 
Gvod for this signal Me ! ‘ 
I wholly forgot the Prophecy of ] une 
ived in a Fool's Paradise, and thought of 
nothing t of Will and of ha Love 


Se uwken my Co that uw 
de) e lie Re Pron ( ire Taught no 
to Regard ese Warning et the Coun 
try People are slow to give them p ut 
certa t is that a s Autumn I saw 
Shooting Sta arti Novem 
ber ther is an | e of the Sun 
the Moon showed in Sep r of 

Blood Hue i continua dsthe 
secret Owl, the Croaking Raven, and 
the Chattering Pi e Dogs Howled 

had Fearful Dreams: ther vere Strang 
Sounds at Night All this was not for 
Noth og is ou l resent Unde 
stand. But being Young and Happy 


pay a no Heed 

[ know not if Lady Kath 
this News In those 
it seem'd to me t Gro 
Walk’d 
Ter 


iveh 


hat he 


M itte) a “as Siig 


ing Fiereer: she | 


and once I saw her Stop short on the 


Le 





race and Throw 


up her eves to 
I 





erving aioud in her deep Mar Ss Vole 

O Lord! how long The three An 
cient Nuns behind her Ca hit each oth 
er by the Hand and huddled togethe r 


trembling and shaking for Fear 


1\ 


It was a Christmas Day—None Other 

Lie Dav when Peace and (rood Will 
should Reign among Men—that our Peace 
was rudel interrupted We awoke in 
the Morning and arose long before Day 


break 


Nothing 

and Rejoicing vith 
Ol Mirth 
As 


expecting 
Dav of s 


more than a 
Feast ng 
- veive more Days to Follow, a 
Well 


" . 
Rejoicing—but 


and Joy Feasting there was 


for thie vou shall hear 


In the Morning all mv Father's Ten 
ants and the Servants gather’d about Eicht 
of the Clock in the Hall Here we met 
them, and after Christmas Greetings ull 


Old Customs did not Perish when the 


the 
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) ( ed—the Black Jack 
. t ‘ Strong October in 
a . Al i i e Men sat down 
t C ( ristmas Sausage with Toast 
( Pher id been a Bo of 
\\ the N t before, and some 
( ( NK ¢ IV thereat, sot il 
Lhe re Hea vet at the Morn 
LD) thre d to be refresh’d 

s nd Read or More 
\fter Brea ill went together to 
( lwasa Mornit the Snow 
! e Ditches frozen over Such 
a Cthy is Morn one loves, when the 
Wo { seen Hlus 1 and Awed by the 


Inevery 


cs,on that Mornings 


| ( el ! vy Isa 
Manger; every Star is the Star of Bethle 
eu Wa oO Wa singham is the 
Pe st en the Milkv W LV, points to 
the ( i nm evel Paris In this 
N I Sia ‘ ( cK iwoke and 


nen thre 

croak When 
This Night And 
And the Sheep 


Born.” l 


Ih) 
\I ks er lead e Way, and after him 
[ wa al 1 om Brother, and all the 
im ae) lle Save thie Mai s vho were 
ed by the Cook to dress and serve the 
( rist is Feas That, to be sure, was 
read on efore, with its Store of Christ 
mas Pve, Shrid Pye, Plum Pudding, and 
Plum Porridge its Beef and Turkeys 
none so good as those from Norfolk; its 
Capons, Kat Geese, and Manchets 
\fter the Service Sir Anthony gave a 


Discourse on the S iperstition of 


Lhiose o Worship the Mother and Babe 
nstead of the Holy Trinity,and remind 
ed us of the Fond Practices which were 
na renounced en the Queen's Grace 

ascended the Throne: how they would set 
a Wooden C} ild aress ad pon the Altar. 
e the Bovs and Girls dane'd before 

i he Priests shouted how on wt 
Stephen's Da thev galionpnd the Horses 
o > it, hoping thus to kee p them 

ve or the next Year: how on St. John’s 
Day } Priests consecrated Wine and 
sold r Line Making of Manchets to 
eep ott Storms nay ve have some of 

t se Man ets st And how on Chil 
dern e Priests beat one another, which, 
‘a \r ! wa Vas the only R eliteous 
Custom of a Many there were in that 


Chureh who could remember when the 


Mass was set up again under Queen Mary, 
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whose Husband, the King of Spain, was 


never weary Of contriving and Conspirihng 
for the Overthrow of the Protestant Faith 
Many there were also Who remem be rd 
the Martyrs of Norwich. Therefore S 
Anthony bade us never forget that ‘ 
might be eall’d ipon, one and all, to tes 
tify for the Truth in like Manner, even to 
the Horrible Agony of the Stake 

Sermon over, the People flock’d out 
ind we follow’'d But in the Poreh, wait 
ing for Speech with Sir Francis is none 


other than Sir H imphire \ Haves a th 


Will and two (a) 
chants of Wells 


al l 
ive Mer 
it 


him Liree 


or 
So Sir Humphrey wet 


into the Chureh and talk'd for the Space 
of ten Minutes, and then they came forth 
My Father, instead of walking through 
the People, vho were waiting in two Lines 


ior us to pass, mounted the Ste ps of the 
old Chureh Cross, where he stood look 
ing mighty Grave, so that all the World 
could tell that he had News to tell Si 
Humphrey remain’d in the Poreh with 


Sir and the Merchants 


Fathe r S} 


Anthony 
Then my 


My 


woke 
Is News 
Yet 


sucn 


‘here 
Which is likely to be a Mar-Feast 
ist that ] It 

News as I had hoped never to hear 


Friends,” he say d. 


needs m tell you 


Is 


mn my 


Lifetime Yet, since it has been threat 
end long, surely the Sooner it happens 
the Better, while we have Stomach for the 


Ky 


Spain, once tl 


hit You all 
ie Consort of Queen Mary 
Mischief to 
long known 


know how the King of 


continually devise this 
That 
anything, we are convine'd, 


Hellish Malice 


Briefly, then, he now 


doth 


Country has been 


Nor will 


suage 


as 
Rage In- 
Aims at 
Nothing short of the Subjugation of this 
the 
Doubt 


and 


his 
satiable 
Realm, the Enslavinge of us all, and 


Overthrow of our Free Religion. 


less he hath been more than commonly 
Enraged by the Great Havoe wrought 
among his Ships by our Brave Com- 


Wherefore, hay 


ing few Ships of his own, he hath | 


mander Francis Drake. 


ought 


or borrow'd from Venice, Genoa, and 
other Ports so great a Fleet as was never 
before gotten together, which he is now 
fitting out with Guns and Men and Mu 


of War, intending to launch it 


against this Countrv as soon as the Win 


himents 


ter Is over Nay, it is not so vast but 
what, with the Blessing of the Lord, we 
shall know how to meet it. But every 


Man who can handle a Pike and carry a 


Harquebus will be wanted W herefore 














“ROGER AND WILL SPRANG FORWARD THE FIRST, DRAWING THEIR SWORDS WITH A SHOUT “ } 
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ou co Home » vour Christmas Fare 
the Knowledge that you must short 

I l ir | erties and your Re 
Keep the Feast jo iilv, in the 

| | t tha Lord yrotect His 
Lads ( nud L kno it 

i Lie ut of Men, seeing 

) f you Play t it ol 
| as | el seaport iceording 
1 \l ( ith ‘ i Ship or more 
t . It Le ch the Queen will 
ra ) Ss great | edition 
| ‘ len Ships or more from 
( ‘ Li v7 Wells is bu i 

naa Ol il do our Par and 
e get Volunteers we V1 With the 

Ble ne of God, send one Tall Ship well 
rmed and equipped to strike a Blow for 
Kreedom and for Faith M Lads here 
I raised his ha God save the \) een 


inteers 


Roger and Wi sprang forward thi 
st, drawing their Swords with a Shout. 
Ther one of the Village Lads ‘tWas a 
mere Stable Boy stepped forth and 
igved off his Hat and pulled his Fore 


May it Please 
said 


Brave Lads 0 


your Honour totake 
And then another and an 
till 


f Burnham! 


on 


mm our | Li¢ Village alone Luere were 

1 Dozen at leas My Heart swells with 
Pride en | think of those Brave Lads 
They 1d plodded in the Fields all their 
Days th Plough and Flail, and Hook 
ind Sickle: the had no more Knowledge 
of Wat ian comes from a Wrestling 
Match and a Bout with Quarter Staff: 
nd now they were Soldiers going forth 
o fight upon the Ocean They went 
ecause Roger led the way: our Brave 
English l go anywhere if they are 
Gentlemen said my Father to the 
Merchants here are our Lads If ey 


does as 


ery ag vell, we shall be well 
ved Roger, bring your Troop to the 
Ha ‘e H imphrey, you will Feast 
rhe hh Day and to-morrow we 
take such Order as the Queen in 
(four hath directed 
le) ith 1 Shout the Men followed, 
eaded by Roger, and with him Will. 
va ng with Drawn Swords: and nota 
Lad among them it held up his Head 
wna raighten’d his Back as if he was 


Nay, the Ancien 
Home, 


stuck ou 


lay atl 


Backs and 
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Le 


their os, as if they too felt the Glow of 
War, and would Fain go forth to Fight 
And the Boys cheerd and ran beside the 
Troop of Volunteers and envied them 
\s for the Women, some Wept, but not 
iloud ind some there were whose Cheeks 
ere pale ind one, at least, amiong them 
ild Fain ive been alone in her Cham 
ber to ta pon her Knees and Weep and 
Pray 
Never, I declare is Christmas kept 
vith more Lusty Cheer or greater Re 
joicing One would have thought, from 
the Way that these Brave Fellows Feast 
ed and Laugh’d and Sane, that the Pros 


Vas most Jovi il 


pect of Kj \ the 
Thing in the Whole World 


Country | 


‘| Iie He avy 


wads show’'d themselves sudden 


ly Nimble-witted: those who only Yes 
terday would have sat Mum all the Even 
ing over a Tankard of Ale and a Crab, 


now Sang and Joked, and were as Merry 
atthe Fair. Ey 


as sO many Players en Sir 


Anthony himself, who, if King Philip 
won the Victory, would assuredly meet 
the Fate of St. Bilney on Mousehold 


Heath even sir Anthony, augh'd 

and ( his Finge 

the Lord of Misrule 
They 


ith 


[ say, I 
the 


‘rack d rs al Jests of 


My 


pir 


Father 
Hum 


‘hristmas 


feasted all the Day 

creat Arm-Chair 
phrey sat beside him: after the ¢ 
Anties a Punch w 


] 
His 


Sa 


Bowl of brought. 


as 


and some sang Sones: and the Talk fell 
upon War and Battles and the Brave 
Deeds of English Men in Days gone by 


Village 


Outside, 


Presently the Lads went away, 


the Maids 
the Red 


noisily and 


singing 
went to Bed, and we were alone, 
Light of or Candles. Then we 
fell to Talk W hile 
talk’d we heard the Voices of the Abbess 
and the three Sisters from the Chapel. 


ne Logs t 


more serious we 


They were singing a Triumphal Psalm. 
It was doubtless the Psalm appointed for 
the Office of the Day: it 


were Singing for the Over 


vet to me seem- 


ed as if they 
Armaments, and 


throw of t) English 


my Heart fell, thinking of the Prophecy, 


ie 


and there rose before me in the Embers a 
Shape which seemed to be the Skeleton of 
my Lover rolled about by the Waves at 
the Bottom of The deep Man's 
Voice of Lady Katharine rose Loud above 
the of 1 Ancient 


Sisters. 


the Sea 


(WJuaverings he three 

The Others seemed not to hear. 
Sir An- 
for 


no Sailors,” said 


the 


** There 


thony, 


are 


** like English Sailors, 
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ind for Holding on The Dutch 

ae e kh riisiiare Best There 

ho can Handle a Ship like an 

Eng lis in (rod grant we meet them 
on the Ocean 

Alas vas on the Ocean that Lady 

Katha e's Battle is to be fought 

hen Ships should be Crush’d like 

| Shells. and sink down to the Bottom 

Of thre Deep ith their Gallant Freight of 


\ 

Tr Ship tur shod by the Merchants 
of Wells for the Service of the Queen was 
named t Vere Honour: she was a 
Stout and Serviceable Craft and a Swift 
Sailer: she earry’d Sixteen Guns, and was 

ree Hundred Tons Burden: as for her 
Complement of Men, 1 know not how 
many she earry’d, with Sailors and Vol 
inteers The were Fighting Men all, 


> 
nite 
Resolute 


Tall and Fellows, with Half a 
Dozen young Gentlemen of Family such as 


Will and Roger, and while the Ship Was 


making Ready with her Equipment, not 
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only of Provisions and Water but also of 
Arms, such as Boarding Pikes Grappling 
there 
Martial Exercises every Day for the 
taugh 


lrons Harquebuse s, and Cutlasses, 
were 


Vol 


Ship, to Repel 


inteers, who were t to Board a 
, 
| their 


Boarders, to handle 


Weapons and all the Time 
Young Men so Gav and Cheerful. 
to their 


they were going toa Weddin 


you never saw 
They 
with Sones, as if 


went Exercises 


Yor a Feast 
As for us, we look’d on, but [ promise you 
without Joke and Laughter: and because 
we would be doing Something towards the 
Good Work, made a 


for the Ship, all of 


we great Standard 


} 1 | » 
Silk, with the Roya 


Arms embroiderd thereon, and a ver) 
Klag it 


hne Was Sailors love their Shiy 
to be adorn’d, like a Woman, with Rib 


bons and fine Colours. 
At last all was ready, and our Brave 
Nothing Lhe 


Fond and Tender Farewells of those who 


Lads must sail. I say of 


had Lovers among “em There was not 


one, | am sure, of the Girls who would 


keep her Sweetheart [enobly Tied to her 





WE MAD A GREAT STANDARD FOR THI 


SHIP, ALL OF SILK, WITIL THE ROYAL ARMS 


EMBROIDER D THEREON.” 











““ON THE HIGH VAVING 


POOP 


BESIDE 


Apron String, while the others went forth 
to Fight for their Country of Tears 
Many. with Forebod 
ings and Prayers, both secret and public 
Alas! 
forth 


vet 
there were Dismal 
it seems better to be a Man and go 
to fight, even to W 

Death, than to be a Woman and to stay 


at Home 


It was a 


meet ounds or 


February 
The 
Southeasterly Breeze, 

We were all 


the 


Morning Early in 


when the Ve re Honour sail’d away 
Day was fine, witha 
vo uth 


Ship set 


and the Sun Shining 
the 
LXXVIII.—No. 463.—2 


er'd upon Quay to see 


Vou 








THEIR 


OUR FLAG,” 


CAPS THE LAST .W THE TWO LADS 


Guns were tired 
beat On 
the Gentlemen 


all Trumpets p 


the High 


Way 


I 


their ¢ 


Drums were 
stood 


the 
Brother and my Loven 


Ing ips 
most Comely among them all mi 
The Waist and 
vith the Volum 


wavd their C 


Forecastle were ( ‘rowded 


teers, who also ips and 
The Yards wer mann d by the 
the 


People of the Town, and Hundreds fron 


shouted 


Sailors: and on Quay were all thi 


as faras H stanton on one 


Lie 


the Country 
Side orne) to see 


H ing vith 


‘] 
lay on. thie 


and 
Sight 


The Ship Vas long 
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~ | e¢ | oO sand Men Vas 
¢ s rlo meet thie \rmada 
( e Sea, though there vere twice that 
] l if ssp ra th Sh ps t ce 4 
tle English Cra 
\ x0 Lh one Letter fron 


re Commanded by Lord Henry 
| » Score S S ¢ oul 
1) nel ive promised tf er 

Dra ( md Ha Sua 
i her t t score or evel a 


I { \ 
‘ ol ‘ Londor ving *YOODS 
( ye and b , ~ 
Vie ( (at on Naples i rsic ho oO 
yeu s own Ports ( not, | 
iVacgain, butevery Ma Is s 
My Dear, 1 long for the § 0 Vv most 
eve i ns il | Ove Lhee \s 
Rou is Lhe most propel Man of om 
Comp and the lightest-hearted If 
I ith 


t Written to t Father or to 
is Letter send them News of 


hy Most of our Lads were down th 
pen l > mab thatis past. at ho there 
Ss not « bul ean wal ibout and Exe 
cin 1 the Rest. I knew not befor 


‘ — 
that a Sailor's Life was so Merry We 


vith Thoue is o Live 


ave no Hay to cut. or Corn 


une hethner the s&s 
© re not Trou ( t} 
Sie is COntdMNUAaALLV Gisquiel oul 
LLom e ha no Trouble Or 
rea not Poverty rt S 
ss at Sea save when the Voy 
ong an e Provisions are 
and as for Tempest, Shipwreck, 
yore tL Sea regards these 


s i tio? 8) indeed 














ik for H Work i 
‘ 
reo vou ‘ } 
| Spring pass'd ane es 
urd t 
e Armada id s ~ 
Tagus Nex ear 
Gales ‘ ; of B 
Dispers d Wl Ss rd \ 
l a Thanks x 
( l l Bu prest 
i r | ‘ at 
StOrimi, ( Harn i ( 
bb Apne ) 
ed Beating H 
V1 
All | sum ! \ 
Rumour ThesS 
‘ Da had landed Lnot Ds 
I le 3s wid = hims 
Queen 1 tled eC aa 
een bre ! 1) Pha i 
LOLS is to b SI) ( 
] \ CrOSS 
f Feara Ui iI 
Peg eS¢ Kear and | 





ea i 

ere under Orders to repa 
rac Lo stl i is Chi iR 
on every Hill along the South ( 
not ation out |: stern S eS 
ti Watch by Dav and N 
Pile ready to be Fir'd she 
ime ) Diseern’d up 
Let these Rumours Pass 
te s not the Effect of I 

Ke ery ody ho Sno 
(lil is rs ) Cll ¢ ‘ 21 l) 
on Tuesday, the 23d, t t 
und is Continued, t mp 
Da retting ) Ors lr 
thi last Da ) e Mon 
had no more Stomue for he } 
resol ved . Wy B * 
did, a Pat oO e ky | 
suit, until t iad no more A 
and were comipell a to stop 


Hand of the Lord AS 


and the lempests ()ver v he i « 


thatint e End out of a thiat G9 


PHE 
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mal ! rhiiha rou Le il I 
Phi ind out ¢ ! | iM 
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lt No oO} | , 
0 e | | 
‘ il Spoke \ 
had 1 " 
1] Year me 
« { i | 
I> 
) ( ol a) ‘ Pit e_) ~ 


a eS e Wou ( \M 
GC Oo s ) ! das ie 
t ) ( B e Kegs s,and Ss 
thee (suns ) ie Bot i ¢ Deep 
t! Da ) ( Lo ill CO hie 
‘ Lord il on | 
» could sing P . to vy Praise 
Praises 
Sig So Oo W ord ore she 
md ill ) e Ho ‘ 


‘ i is ©) ‘ 1 

\rn t Spirit She Spoke to t 

is is the Spectator 
Be ( id them ho here 1 ia ss! 
eve Sinking and here Anothe isin | 

‘ 1 ind how one blew und ) 
\ Ship in th Dead « N ( 
0 ind struction and Disma She Rest 
( I li id any Sleep by N | 
l P ! Foor and Bro ( ou ( 


bu thre tion o Hereties and ‘ 
! ( Spol d the Holy Sanetuari 
ein, SO It is on if ist ya 0 J 
i Klee ! Sp | eet l ort 
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hen she Awoke, the 


mdon bro ight the 


Permitted to Wh sper €} 


ind to Witness : 


had been permitted to Enter for Fifty 


The Davlight was q uckly rrow lng 
strongve. The \ IDESS sat Ith her Bed 
propp d up by Pillows. She was dying 
any one, even a Girl who had never 


looked on Death. could Pereeive that In 


mediately The Face as happens often 


to Dy ne People, was Yo ing again, and it 


is Beautifu Her Eves were Soft and 
Kind 
My Dea she said she called m«e 
mv Dear thou wilt do me a Service 
These Sisters of Mine are Old and Weak. 
but thou art Young and Strong Hasten 
theretore Take Horse and ride to the 
Meals bevond Wells ride over the Meals 
to the Sea-Shore There is a Fisherman's 
Hut Bid the old Fisherman mount the 


Horse ind do thou sit behind him and 
come back Tell him that I am Dying 
but I cannot Die until IT have Heard the 
Holy Mass again fell him that the 
Dav of the Lord hath come: He hath 
Blown with His Breath, and His Enemies 


are seatter'd. The Holy Faith hath Come 


1 marvell’d at these W ords but I lost 
no Time The Stable Bovs were all asleep 
l Saddled a Horse and rode forth The 
Town of Wells was Fast Asleep: L Rod 
through it and out upon the Sand-Hills 
that we call the Meals It is a Wild and 
Deserted Place the Wild Fow] Fly about 
it all the Ye: 


ir round: nobody comes with 
Hawk or Doge for them the Rabbits 
swarm among the Sand and Swamps: if 


there be anv Fishermen's Huts, there are 
no Fishing-Boats: the Goine is danger 


ous for Horses on account of the Holes 


made by the Rabbits 
By this Time it was broad Daylight 
Presently from a Sand-Hill a little higher 
than the Rest | discern’d in the Distance 
a Hut standing alone very near the 
Shore It was a rude Hut form’d by an 
old Boat turn’d Bottom upwards, and 
placed on Supports, the whole Cover'd 
h Black Piteh \s | drew near the 
Hut IT saw an Ancient Man in a rough 
Fisherman's Dress, with long white Hair 
and Beard, standing at the Door, as if 
iting 
l am ready he said **T was wait 
ing for the Message.” 


| have never learn’d what he meant. 


or how he knew I was Coming 
He Mounted, however, and I behind 


him, and so we Rode slowly away, but 
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I DREW NEAR TH I I VY AN ANCI 


on the Journey he said no Single Word 
| however understood DV Lliis | me What 
this Meant He was no Fisherman, 
vhich any one could understand by his 
Hpeech and if the Lady Katharine sent 
for him be ‘ause she would I tinh He ir the 
Mass once more, he must be a Catho 
Priest 

At the Entrance of the Park Lo! a 


Marvel Sometimes f think [ must have 
Dream’d this Thing But no L cannot 
have Dream‘d it Besides, there was liv 
ing until a Year or two ago the Sister 


Clementina (she died at the Age of nine 
ty five), who could Testifv to the Truth 
of what I tell 

L had left a Dying Woman waiting for 
the Priest before her Soul could leave 
her Body She was too Weak to stand: 
she spoke Feebly Now could one be 
lieve one’s Eves ?7—she was Standing at the 
Entrance of the Park, erect and strong, 
Without even her Stick she was Dress’d 
in her Full Habit as Benedictine Abbess 
in her Hands she bore Reverently Some 


thing—I know not what—wrapp'd in Silk 


eo 
- 
NT MAN IN A I S S 
} } > } 1 
md Cloth a (5 ai Beh nad her stood 
j Three Sisters be ring Vestments and 
Vessels of Gold Then the Priest dis 


mounted, and the Sisters clothed him with 
f 4 


f the Vestments And then, the 
Priest going first, they walk’d in Proces 


SOME © 


sion, carrving their Sacred Things, tow 
ards the Church, whieh stands outside thi 
Park | follow’d, Watel ing and Won 
dering They sang, as they went that 
Psalm which begins Keeurgat Deus | 
is the Sixty-eighth Psalm, and is Ap 


pointed for the Thirteenth Day of the 


Month It is a Psalm of Thanksgiving 
and Praise: ** Let God Arise, and let His 
Enemies be Seatter’d vhy, they were 
ilready Seatter'd, she thought Kings 

ith their Armies did Flee” —the poo 


Lady thought that Queen Elizabeth with 
her Armies was in Flight The Lord 
hath said, I will bring my People again 

they were the People from Rom Sing 
therefore as unto God, O ve Kingdoms 
of the Earth: ol! sine Praises unto the 
Lord 


Then they reach’d the Church Door, 
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id Open'd it No one had seen the Procession on its 
{ ot ad the Walked 1 Way: no one saw its Return: as for the 
» to the Tabl cl Priest, | ow not what beeame of Him 
(C‘uston nfurnish d save nor did | ever learn 
Red Cloth Covering or Pall; but At Eight o' the Clock that Morning th 
| ‘ ‘ wed these Vessels Sexton ent to open the Chureh Doon He 
Altar for the found it open \lso—this was his Stor 
MM he found upon the Communion Tabl 
5 in ho lligh in the Heavens a Human Bone vhich he had thrown 
iV Lia Kast Window nto ( opened Grave Nothu C 
Splendid | (‘olour ad Glass) biore When L told mv Fathe What had 
t \bbess and tl Lhiree Sisters, who ippend ( said that ie Bone could 
\ t together upon the Steps before the have een none other than the Famous 
( on Table. making their White Arm of St. Philip hich had onee_ be 
i I thie were Cloth of onea lo Binstead \bbey 
' | ! Line \\ e Faces a 
Now hile ve talk’d OT this Strang 


t I heard a Footstep outside the Ha 
p which I knew Tis Will 
() i) t to the Four Old I eried Will ind would have run 
Parish ¢ ch, neo handed to meet him, but the Door open’d and lhe 


t 


| e the Priest ent through He is Alone, and he Hune his Head 


“i ct sometimes putting on and Will'” eried my Father. ** what Cheer 
t ny ot} s Vestmeénts mv Lad 
neg 1 Iie ct The tH He H nie s He ud lower and the Tears 
e first Time the Elevation stood in his Eves In his Hand he bore 
( blost | Vas Strange to think a Sword Alas | crew whose Sword it 
Ivo Ye Leone ‘ eld is 
Ser ‘a aa i the 4 ireh Kins Ma suid mv Father, What 
( l e 4 ( is ol hie Ki 
They ure Dispers’d and Seatter’d 
At last e Mass said Haif their Fleet is Sunk or Taken: the 
The Abbes son her Knees, bow'd Rest are in Flight We Pursu'd them 
o ilmost to the Ground the Sisters intil we had no more Powder We wer 
Y ‘ ( ere Like Manner humbly Orderd to Return, « ich Ship to her own 
) a l ee } Lhe Priest Knell li Port and to be 1 Readiness But | s 
_ ce De ve the Altar upon it wlitterd Finish’d The vill not try to Invade 
(‘ups and Vessels of the Service. and is avalin 
eT) itever it is, Which the Ab ** (rod save the Queen!" said my Father 
i a rap i Cloth of Gold solemn 
Phen | iteh’d, standing beside a | ive brought you his Sword said 
» r, | the Lady Katharine sudden Will. without more Words ‘He was 
Sink Forward lery’d out and ran to Kill’d in the last Day’s Fighting by a 
er up: the Sisters sprang to their Musket Shot when we Boarded and Took 
| the Priest stopp’d his Pravers; and the San Matteo. We bury 'd him at Sea 
her up So the Propheey of Lady Katharine 
But e was dead Andoh! how Sweet came True There was the Great Sea 
I sac is that upor vhich we gazed! Fight: there was the Sinking of the Ships 
\ t ride and Wrath were gone out there was the Mighty Slaughter: and of 
eet Pale Face, full of Meekness the two Young Men who stood before me 
d Piety; the Face with which, Sixty one was to Lie at the Bottom of the Deep 
Years before, she had taken her Vows is she Foretold. It was my Brother—my 
She s dead Kirst the Sisters began Brave and Gallant Brother W herefore 
Py le and to Weep; then they r Alice goeth still in Sadness and Mourn 
era heir Wits. and set themselves ing, and hath Refused to Marry, saving 
iy sing my Help, to Carry the Dead Body that her Husband indeed Liveth, and in 


\ MOSS Due a> Tie Co hambet Heaven Ss Walling sli | for her 


























How cau 


many 





\ LIKELY STORY. 
A Parce 


M DEAN HO 


Campbe ll I should ! 
LhinkK, IS lv if | gave in at all, but I don't He 
hol al throws his paper down 
s seated ‘* Here, hand oy the letters, and | 
Lire} Opening 


i Va the cotter 


d per V 


beside his } 


lie Vou po 


rs. Campbell, coverin 


he letters 1 
hie hahas Indeed ou wont 
e cot Campbell W pour out the cotter 
ts Mi len, anyway 
Ho Vrs. Campbell, after a moment's reflec 
expect tion No, Il s 1 not do it Im gon 
But oO open the evel one berore ou get 
ho cotter just to punish you 
il C pbell lo punish = me Ko 
l ( i \I Clammpbel hesitate iS iba 
\ OS ‘ " ‘*There! i don 
‘ Oo 
; Mrs. Campbell ; ‘‘ Yes, Ido: for sayin 
Lo to have put on R.8.V.P ri 
r ou ‘ vend 


tlle How ean | till I’ve ] 


some cotfee My mind won't work o1 
i in emp stomach Well He ris 
oul ind woes round the table toward her 

ices: Vis. ( campbell spreading poth in 

over the letters Willis, if you dare t 

e tou them, V]l ring for Jane, and then 

‘ r" she'll see you cutting up 

lool Ca hell Pouch hat I'm con 

) ‘ Vis Campbe ll WW « | vive vo 
some cotter pul don't you touch a sin 

\\ one of those letters { 


alter What you ve 
lie peo Salad 
\ Campbell All right.” He 


extends 
la one hand tort 





for the eotfee, and with the other 
sweeps a | the letters together, and starts 
it, 1 baek to his place. As she flies upon him, 
Look out, Amy: you'll make me spill 

R.S this cotfee all over the table-ecloth.’ 


Vrs. Campbell, sinking into her seat 
“Oh, W lis, how can you be 
idea Give me 


mv letters Do! 


so base 


in Campbell, sorting them over “You 
mav have half.” 
{ Vis. Campbell: ** No; Ishall have al 
ike I insist upon it 
ur 


Campbell Well, then, you may have 
ali the 


ladies’ letters There are twice as 
many of them 

Vrs. ( ampbell ‘*‘No: I shall have the 

al mens too 


Give me the 
to Cam phe ll ‘How ean I tell 
the men's 


men's fi 





| which are 
hout opening them ?” 














ONLLIO 


LUVd 
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pile fie eould you tell ou have ani LL niimitesima ewe 


e} ( ‘ (‘ome no \\ unb of foible You think too muel 


Vis Campbell - Yownge r omen you 


i 
Campbell, stu nye the superseription meal And you have a multitude o 
‘ ( Othe | int to see if lea perfect Mammoth peccadilloes You in 
- rote the Don't you like to lel ipt She goes on opening and read 
’ rote uur letters belore vou Ing her letters Well, | didn't expect 
) en the Macklines could ; but every body seems 
Vis. Campbell h dign { don't to be coming 
e to les ho rote other peoples Campbe i * You pas them too much 
tte ( MmOKS GO mh 6a OLDE table ittention altogether It spoils them: and 
menace OF tears, and Camp one of these davs vou ll be vetting some 
" bstant returns all the notes or them 1 love with vou. and then wha 
{ / pbe l ere \n \ vou Way lil ou ao 
lave then 1 don’t care no wrote then Vis. Ca npbell with atfeeted distrac 
o hats them \nd | don't vant tion “What are vou talking about 
tito mteri nL syne Ih anNV eXClania ld refer them to you and you could kill 
Ss over then fr you please He Lhem I suppose you killed lots of people 
es to the floor vr his newspaper in California That's what vou always 
a e he sips this cotter \Lrs. (¢ anip Cave me to uncle rstund ' she woes on 
‘ loses ho rit 1; opening’ her letters th her letters 
Vis. Can pbell Il shall do nothing Campbell **T never killed a singel 
f exelain The Curwens accept, of human being that | can remember: but 
ourse—the very st letter. That means there’s no telling what I might do if J 
Mrs. Curwen that Is one it any rate ere provoked Now there’s that young 
The Ne York Ack rses do, and the Ph Welling He's about here under my feet 
cle i Addingses don't: Lhardly expect ill the time and he’s got a Way lately of 
al tiie OULd, SO mon atter thelr aunts coming bn through the window from the 
leath, but LT thought Ll ought to ask them plazza thats very intimate He's a nice 
Mi ind Mrs. Roberts, naturally il is t ow enough and sweet as Vou say | 
more a JOKe t tn anvthing, sending then Suppose he has talent too, but I never 
nvitation \irs ind the Misses Carve. heard that he had set anv of thre adjace it 
egret very much ‘ I don't Pro itercourses on fire: and | don’t know 
fessor and Mrs. Traine ar ery happ that he could give the pollo Bel ve 
d so am LL: he doesn’t go everywhere dere mal points in beauty and _ beat 


nad hes a | yo pies Mr. and Mrs. Lou aeeae 

Bemis are very MmppV Loo wd I) Law Vis Campbell ‘IT do Mrs and Miss 
on s ery Lipp Mrs. Bridyves Dear Rice accept, and her friend Miss Green 
the first person: she’s always nice Mr heres one from Mr. Welling! Oh, how 
| ps, Mr. Rangeley, Mr. Small, Mr. Pe vlad Lam! Willis, dearest, if I could be 


Mrs. Campbells me, and is very sorry in’ way, who's staying with her, and—yes! 


ters, Mr. Staples, Mr. Thornton, a// aces pt the means of bringing those two lovely 

ind thev re all « iming voung fellows.’ young creatures together, | should be so 
Campbell, around his paper Well, happy! Don’t you think, now, he is the 
hat of that nost delicate-minded, truly refined, ex 
Vis. Campbel th an air of busy pre quisitely modest young fellow that ever 

occupation Don't eavesdrop, please; [ was She presses the unopened note to 
isn't talking to you The Merrills have her corsage, and leans eagerly forward 
e pleasure, and the Morgans are sorrow entreating a sympathetic acquiescence, 


[ can re 
: , 
5 


il What 


ricken: th Campbe // ‘**Well. as far as 
C‘ampbe Yes. but whv should vou member my own youth, ho | 


core ‘ er those retiows are Charmin does he say 


or not Who's voi to marry them Vis. ¢ com pbe ll, revarding the letter: ** I 


Vrs. Can povel l am Mrs. Steven havent looked yet He writes the most 

wowed to the earth: Colonel Mua characteristic hand, for a man, that I ever 
e overjioved: the Misses Ja saw And he has the divinest taste in 
(‘a phn putt y Ss paper down perl ines! Oh, I wonder what that is 


‘ 


Look ! \m Do vou know th Like a Memory a regret She presses 














repe ited V to het pretty LOSE e en 
vor to ascertain ind runs it ~ ( 
(‘a phe // () ello e starts. stares ( , 
Vrs. Campbell, laughing . mu este developme ‘ . 
mre delightful Is ke ( ) W hiv \\ | 
( \ ealous oO lit cra \\ \ ! i 
Campbell You ( is ) is No | ‘ ‘ i i i ill 
\ 1) owl bcomp i i L ea L rhhake 0 : rea wu 
But give me that letter, Am f vou re and again \\ 3 1 ‘ r 
ot going to open it. I y see dering! W ere must be en 
etnel We ne is Gomme oO come Lake He eouid I ive rie { 
Mrs. Campbell, fondly Would vou he have imagined? Could he have ' 
ily like to open lve iit Phere ever has been thes est t 
»> let vou, qust tor a reware that could be torturec oO But of cours 
Campbell Reward \\ hot And Mr. We oO en () 
Mrs. Campbell: “Oh, 1 now. Lean’t understand it! Oh, Willis, Wi 
Re na so hice \\ Is \\ (FOeS nean siie Thing 
Campbe ll That S somet O 4 e note 1a LCrOSs ( and cate 
elp Its no me} Wi ina f ng herhandkerechief to her face, falls bae 
e letter nto her chair, tumultuously sobbing 
Vis. Campbe l] Lshould ‘ YL Campbell the « n Of Aa Man me 
you'd insist on my opening l l i customed to emotiona erabundance 
Campbell: WW] {ting the ote ron ist rac Delore 
Vis Campbe tl lo Sih yn hiiht Wi l if Ss st He reads aloud 
dence,” () VY darling Ho ean | e till | 
Campbe /] When Ihave. rol See ) | ) ere Yr before the 
Vis Cam pir Il. te rine 1 Ole Ope ou I t nk oO ais icf rye Yo 
Wel Its no use trving a . { ( slic ad have said you to come 
vith you, or any gwenerosit v « ( Yi i | ould e flown from the ends o 
i iVS JUSL the Same i ( ( Lie eal The presen ol « ers W 11 
your ideal You ean't in ot i lt ve sweet to ignore ther 
mans wanting to keep \} nn ear and ( e vou moving 
manee all through nid i} ‘ 1} imo then nad lo iwafter their plea 
Mr. Welling’s, who's all « ah ce sure that bea houghtfulness ¢ 
eacv and deference, is quite a ours, to hk She is mine ne, mine 
That's the reason vou re al S sneer! 
‘) ‘ 
at him | 
Campbell: I’m not sneering 1 
my dear Im only afraid Miss Rice Shi 1 t int 1, and i YF Vou a thousand 
vood enough for him nes OVE or this prootl ot our trust 1 
Mrs Campbell, pustan }) icated hie nd of your love Our Love Yo 
“Well, she’s the only ¢ ho’s Sha ne sole Keeper OF our secret 
Where wedUd it | aon t s s Ta Ss Seu Ss et Lo PiliK tl i noo ‘ t Ch SUS 
less, but she has a great de: | iad pects 1 and it shal ive With you, and 
and she’s very practical 1 he eou ] vou | it Shall die th me Kon 
terpart OT his Greaminess ; ana she ever vours, Arthur Welling Cam pb 
very wood looking qonty I Lurns the note ¢ er nnd pie he ly) Lie 
Campbell: Her bat Lt sO ( is envelope, eXamines the address W 
his upon my word! It's to yo An Ol 
Vrs Campbell: “No a ire { Is the outside, anvway What do ou 
eves beautiful And th: ! is pose he means 
look! And his nose and « " ‘ Vis Campbell In her handkerelu 
divine, He looks lke a youn OK Qh Ldon't KhOW | don no t) ( 
Campbell : ‘*L_ dare say ‘ ao} l neve should address sue} neuage to ‘ 
saw an old one Well, is | mine I'm Campbell recur? Yr to the etter / 
not jealous, but Dim impat n Read it never aid Oh my darling live till J 
out loud.’ see you ends of the earth Others will 
Vis Campbell sinkin D c n her be nothing beautiful thoughtfulness 
chair for the more luxur iS perusi ol iine, Wiire pide ou lowe smreet to 
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think no one suspects it forever yours lor Margaret Rice. and l Sliall see her 
\n hese are pretty strong expressions and just feel round and find out if it isn't 
, t ai t t ‘> ill hel ima sre su) triad 
‘ It e( it | { I i 1d re a | a=, 2 Cam pbe l/ W hatan ice a! You haven { 
ima ¢ hea tlie problem ol ow | the slightest evidence that it’s for Miss 
cal ‘ he sees you relieving him Rice, or that it isn’t intended for you, and 
ect It ould be disagree its my duty to find out And nobod 
able } ips theres a social iuthoritv but Mr. Welling And Im 
a \ ‘ rong tO him WV th thre corpus delicti 
Vis. Ca phell () Willis. dow t ton Vis Campbe ll , But how can vou 
W hate isuppose it means Remember how sensitive, how shrinki 
| It's for somebody he is Don Willis; you mustn't lt 
‘ ttl 
( ) ‘ . ) (a phell W ¢ hat ma Save Tie 
dale ) t cons ible bother If he \ simp 
| ( je | ( I ( ‘ qaile ¢ IIs | cant ist any he bet 
iH . othe rson a eC) He goes on eating his brea ist 
‘ ro imswers Vis. Campbell, adi no tiitmn across thie 
‘ } ‘ rive i ‘ {) \\ l ~ how vertect cié Oo t 
() ' , e is ou are 
( l i Ca pire | fe) Dut W 
1 i| ( vets V Campbell Why, taking In Line 
’ i ( lene ( st ( i you ao Now SOE 
\ / ( ( l ou husbal ould be so stupid Of COUTTS 
Vou ce ] i ou « ail drean 
| s. } \\ letter is really for me ma 
(‘vy Ves \ ri ro vet Ou mig « ive ery adisagreeabDly 
‘ ‘ | Oo { md make mie erv unhappv.if vou ere 
i " ~ Mi WW « Yr of not Live Ove Kind-heartec bia 
irs Did vo ) ‘ mov. nanilmous 
V Campb Ye uid jyusta print Campbell, looking up from his coffee 
‘ ‘ thre 1 did " ) Oh. hello 
' e in the first person, and Mis. Campbell: ** Yes; that is what took 


I expected Miss mv fanev in vou. W lis: that wenerosity 


‘ »con CAUSE 
rice ' \liss Grree} " » help me re itreal gentieness, 1h spite of the brusque 
ce ‘ el und Margare nad iV vou have Refinement of the heart, 
promised My ( ( or the ne aa I « 
| ¢ . ouldn t ke totuke the bloom Campbell Amy, hat are vou after 
ot} , yy helping me rst so | didn't Vis. Can ple I] “We've been married 
( pbhell ) it a whole year now : 
ca , Write tohim. I just Campbell Longer, isn't it 
i Vis Campbell And I haven't 
( f n these passionate ¢ known vou do an unkind thing, a brutal 
>} Ol a nprovoked, and my dut s Lhing 
; \ I} ose no time in destroving Campbell Well, I understand the 
Mr. We ne Do vou happen to know bangn round hardly ever begins much 
( | ud n revoivet under two years 


V 8 (a phy / Ch) W j is. \ hat ire Vis Campbe ll: ** How sweet you are' 
tod You see it’s a mistake And you're so funny always!” 


f \M Wellin : vrot to Campble li: Come, come, Amy; get 


( ne has got t 
rove that | not going tohave voung down to business What is it you do 
‘ L1ddress mv wile aS Oh their dat want 

( out knowing the reason why Vrs. Campbell: **You won't go and 
It’s erty tease that poor boy about, his letter, will 

Vrs. Campbell, inclined to laugh Ah you Just hand it to him, and say you 
\\ *, how funny vou are suppose here is something that has come 

Campbell Funny Im furious into your possession by mistake, and that 

Vrs. Campbell: ** You know yo vre not you wish to restore it to him, and then 
(iive me the letter, dearest I know it’s just run off 























A LIKELY 


parasol in 


Campbell: ‘* With my } 


rand, and my Skirts caught 


one 
up In the oth 
er 

Vis. Campbe ll 


lWnaginIne 


rood! Of 


‘Oh, how 


how J should do 


eourse | Was 


Cam pbe ll: 


hat Way 


Well, a man ean’t do it 


He would look SLY He 


ises from the table, and comes and puts 


his arm round her shoulders But vou 


needn't be afraid of my being rough with 


him Of course it’s a mistake; but he’s a 


fellow who will enter into the joke too: 


he'll enjoy it; he'll He merges his sen 


lips 


tence in a kiss on her upturned and 


he clings to his hand with 


her right, 
pressing it fondly to her cheek. ‘IT shall 
but | 
ipprove of it quite as much 


Vrs Campbell ac 


do it in a man’s way; iess you'll 


hall 
Stlali 


KHOW | 


That's what I like about you, Willis 
our being so helplessly a man always.” 
Campbell: ** Well, that’s what attract 


ed me to you, Amy: your manliness 

Vrs Cam pbe ui: “Ana j 
You are awfully 
Why, Willis, I've 
Oh, it 
if you only would!’ 


( ampbell : Would what 


liked your 
finesse 


W illis. 


f something 


Inventive 
just thought 


SO wood 


would tye 


Mrs Campbell ‘Invent something 
now to get us out of the scrape 


Campbell : ‘What a 
I'm not in any scrape. 
Welling, I don’t see 


him out unless you sent this letter to Miss 


brilliant idea! 
And as for Mr. 
how vou Could ie lp 
Rice, and asked her to send yours bach 
Mrs Campbell, spring! feet 
Willis, you are inspired! per 
fectly delightful! And it’s so delicate of 
you to think of that! I will just 
give it here, Willis—and he need 
never know that it ever went to the 


hie r 
Oh, how 


ng to 


enciose 
his note 
Wrong 
address. Oh, I always felt that you were 
truly refined, He 
vields the letter, and she whirls a 


anyway passively 
av to 
the 
‘Now, [ll just keep a copy of the letter 


a writing-desk in the corner of room 


for a joke; I think I've a perfect right to 
then 
ll match the paper with an envelope—] 
can do that perfectly 
imitate 


scribbling furiously away—'*‘ and 


and then [ll just 


such fun!—and send it 


Oh 


his hand 
flying over to Margaret Rice 
Touch the bell, Willis ;” 


as the maid 


hou 
sood ! and then 


oy es. 


across the lawn to Mrs 


serving appears 


Jane! Run right 
Rice's, and give this letter for Miss Mar 


raret and Say it was left here by mistake 


STORY 31 


Well il 


was Willis k \ Jeanne () 
Willis, love! Isn't it perfec (of course 
she | have got his tormal re \ to my 
Invitation, and be all mixed up by and 
how When this note comes, shel See 
through it all in an instant, and it will be 
such a relief to her; and oh, she'll thin 
that he’s directed both the letters to her 
because he couldn t think of ai one else 
Isn't it lovely Just like anvthing that’s 
hice, its ten tlines as hice as vou expected 
it to be and 


. . , 
But hold on 


Amy le 
‘You Ve se 


( ‘am pbe ll 


lifts a note from the desk 


nt 
vourcopy. Here’sthe original now. She 
think you ve been playing some joke on 
her 
Vis Campbell, clutehing the letter 
from him, and seanning it in a daze 
What!’ Oh, my goodness! It is! 1 


have! Oh, I shall die! Runt! Call her 


back! Shriek, Willis!’ They rush to the 
window together ‘No! no! It's too 
late! She's given it to their man, and 
now nothing can save me! Oh, Willis! 


Willis! Willis! 


with that fatal suggestion of 


vour fault, 
Oh, 


This IS ail 
yours 
only 


if you had left it to me I never 


should have fot imto such a serayn She 
will think now that I’ve been trying to 
hoax her, and she’s pertectiv lmplacable 


at the least hint of a liberty, and shell be 
ready to kill me I don't know what she 
yon t do Oh, Willis, how could you get 
me into this!” 


Cam pbe /1. irate ly 
Now, Amy 


rot VOours¢ 


Cret Into this! 


You 


into it You urged me to 


you 
this is a little too much 


think of something 


Vis { am phe /] . 


Well Willis 


I shall go 


do 


mad 


do 


think of something, or 


He lp me Willis! Don't be so heartless 
so unfeeling.” 

Campbell “There's only one thing 
now, and that is to make a clean breast 


of it to Welling, and vet 
out A 


thing right, and we can't take astep with 


him to help us 


word from him can make every 


l 
out him: we 


can t move 
Mrs Campbell ss leant let you Oh 
isn't it horrible! 
Campbell : “Yes: a nice thing is al 


Ways ten times nicer than you expected 11 


to be!” 

Virs Campbell z “Oh, how can you 
stand there mocking me Why don't 
you go to him at once, and tell him the 
Whole thing, and beg Pim lniplore fim, 


to help us 7? 
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(‘1 probe \\ ) t told me | We ng Mrs. Campbell's letter 





( «) iprbe i] (Oh) pshaw ! your accept 
View (‘“ pole You di t expect mce oO} rt isn or Vihatever it WAS. O 
‘ i ve () ho er irdeh Tandanyo You got an in 
, : it 
( ni rain } | Is Wel 7 QO), ¢ Lr’st 
Mi \rt r We el ( pet l/ And you wrote to accept 
On thre eral i tor t Lhie tat the same time that you 
\l We c t 1 te) en ro I s letter here to some one els 
to ed to ‘ And you addressed two envelopes before 
ou ) e notes in eithel And then 


it them into the wrong envelopes 
\l CAMPBI t ft { t i 
Lund Ou se} this note omy wile and 
( . \\ 4 c it { ¢ t e otner note othe other person 
r ther Welling No, | didn't do anything 
i qi 1 to get awa of the kind He regards Campbell with 
I ( wa Bu ou inazement, and some apparent doubt of 


me to ask What the deuce 
} Col ra ‘ 
( pb \ i ive vou heat al j is e) rote to Mrs. (¢ unp 
‘i! not | is ¢ | ) O | ould jus dro} 
‘ CASI > na t el hv I couldn't come | 
/ eemed eoceu | See SO Torna > ! ‘ 
Camy Preoceupied! eonvuls Campbell: “Then will you be kind 


Wi And e got s into it Welling No, Mr. Campbell, I can't 


} int to ©) It's mune Welling No And vou ve no right 


° } ( » | et 3s [ecte (a) phe // | ve no mentto ask vou 
Campbell Mav I as Mir. We ng Welling ‘No When I tell vou that 
h a letter to the note wasnt meant for Mrs Campbell, 
ii , lo wT ‘ lo Mrs Campbell lll be judge of that, Mr 
( ye | never ote anv such lettel Welling You Say that you were not 


hes ritine two notes at the time, and that 
Campbe Phe ou addressed it to youdidn’'t get the envelopes mixed. Then 

the note wasnt meant for my wife. 
Well / LIN POSSLD TE whvy did vou address it to her 


Campbel [mipossible [ think I ean Welling: **That’s what I can’t tell 


you, mu is | regret to do so that’s what I don’t know. Its as great 
He Wakes ear ibout Mrs. ¢ Lrnippie II's a mystery to me as it 18 to you l can 
e table first. and then on the onlv conjecture that when I was writing 


al 
-~ 
a 


hat address I was thinking of coming to 


| came mongst i ot of tetters wid explain to Mrs Campbell that | was go 
mr neo ~ ‘ out it He con ne i “i \ to-day and shouldn't be back 

es to t the letters about, and thet till after her party It was too compli 
SISIS But no matter; I ean’t find it cated to putin a note without seeming to 

Vin mab earried t oft Vith he TLV mn regrets too much Importance 
Chere ) uke wut it l was voing And I suppose that when I was address 
ive some n th vou about it, but ing the note that I did write I put Mrs 
some fu vith me. Campbell's name on because | had her so 

\\ nd ( send Mrs. Campbell's let much in mind.” 


( am pbe /7, with irony ‘Oh! 














VMRs. CAMPBELL, MR. WELLING, MR 
CAMPBELI 
Vis. ¢ cain ple il, apoearing thro ly thie 
) ere that separates Line Dbreaktlast 
ym from the parlor beyond ‘Yes 
~ goes up and gives he hand t 
Mr. Welling vith rmendiy fran eSS 
And it was very nice of you to think 
I aie it such a time hen vou o | 
lve been t <1 some one 
Welling, with great relief and eff 
{ Oh, thank vou, Mrs. Campbe | 
s sure you would understand You 
dnt nave mag ned lhie ( mole « 
aressing su¢ lang lage to vou oO pre 
! ne > 
Vis. Campbell Of course not Ane 
\\ is has quite lost h eu Is 
Instant Just how it was " »>Sorry 
mu cant come to mv parts 
Camphbe li Vin ! t Ol ) ! 
ivesdropping 
Vis Campbell The iS » nee 
if eavesdropping lL eould eard 
ou out at Loon Ro Laight, v Ve ed 
sO But as soon as I re a Mi 
Welline’s voice | came to top of the 
rs and listened | is s ou mula 
do something foolish But no think 
e had better make a clea reast ol 
and tell Mr. Welling ist liad eve 
done We KHeCW Ol COUTSE Lie lel 
Va : ror Ine and e ouctt ( 
0 dnt vex vou about t. but « end 
it to the one it wads meant ol We've 
surprised yvour secret, Mii Wel n Line 1) 
ve didn't intend to; but if ou accep 
our congratulations under the ros oO 
course—we won't let t go anv farther 
It does seem so perfectly ideal, and I feel 
like saving, Bless you my cnidaren 
You've been in and out here so much this 


summer, and I feel just | 
ter to Margaret 
We lling 
Vrs 
en 


Welling 


Mareare { 
Campbell W 


Miss Rice 


Vis ( ‘amipbe ll. W ith digni 


if w 


sorry 
quaintance with the matter 
very well help knowing it 
cumstances.” 


Welling: stat, 


COUPSE | aol 

Yoing to le you any i\ 
ly the reason iv | came 
lng 


like 


e seem to presume 


pon 
Wi 
mae 
¢ u 
il at 
hat 
slea 


Oh 
our 
COU 
t} 


ic 
ant 
( ! 
oO 
is 
art 





Cat pibe / ) " ue ¢ 
Ipposed he liad ritte) 

Vis Campbell, intense 1 
terrupt, W s We 


Welling 
Rice has to do 


Vis ( 


Wi ] 
aD) ple ll: 
Margaret 
Wha 


one ( 
engace the one il Lhe note is 
fo) 

Welling No Wohata ( \l 
Rice Not for il nstant It's S 
rena Miss Green i\ > ta 

i) Tie 

V ( cin prbe / 1 vel 

W Ss (r¢ brit Sohne tel SO 
vine! Helpme! A don't touch mi 

haa s | ao she arop hey head 
pon Can TI S Shoulcde ile Vi 

atehes them in stupetaction 

(‘a phe // It’s out an oO) 
nicerthan weeould have expected Pha 
Lli¢ i tha nie nin e)] you et 

Ss ted We young man you re 
done for ind so are e, Tor that matter 
We supposed that note whieh vou ad 
dressed to Mrs. ¢ unp ell was intended 


for M 





hie Ah, ha i 

Miss Rice Ha 

Campbell “7 Oo id you like il 
You ll enjov thie restlol still better Wi 
thought it is for Miss Rice and my wife 
neatly imitated youn handon an envelope 
and sent it over to her just before you 
came kK rida iIshit it La wh on 
Don't mind ws 

We lling ighast Tho rhnt n 1 

s for Miss Rice Sent it to her 
Gracious powers! Phi ill stand fon 
moment im silence, and then Welling 
vriances at the paper 1n his hand Bu 
Lhere s some mistake You haven't sen 
mV note to Miss Rice: here it is no 

Campbell “Oh. that’s the best of thr 
woke Mrs Campbell took a Copy Mii 
Campbell moans—'‘'she meat to have 
some fun with vou about it, and it 
timesas much funas Jexpected: andin her 
hurry she sent off her copy and kept ( 
original Perhaps that makes it bette 

Virs Campbell detac i her fron 

mah eontrontinge Mr. We i} 0 
vorst She'll thinl ‘ ‘ trving 
to hoax he ind st bye a te erin 
ra mid Sive 1 | 
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A LIKELY STORY 





Greenway, and you'll be ru ned. Oh, Jane, tastine the ke, while Mrs 
poor Mr. Welling! Oh, what a fatal, Campbell t 


gasps in inetfective efforts to 
fatal—mix!’ She abandons herself in re-enforce her husband's inst tions | 
in attitude of extreme desperat on upon will that. sir.” 
i. chair. while the men stare at her, till 
Campbell breaks the spell by starting for V MRS. CAMPBELI vs CAMPBI 
urd and ringing the bell on the table Campbell: And me v hile ‘ 
Vrs Campbell : ‘What are voudoing, waiting, let's all join hands a dant 


Willis 2” round the table You re é \ 

Ca npbell ‘Ringing for Jane.” As So are you, Amy And so am | 
lane appears: *‘ Did you give Miss Rice is more to the point 
he note 2?” Vrs. Campbell, gay ly Dansons!” She 











extends her hands to the gentlemen, 
[\ JANE, MRS. CAMPBELL, WELLING, as they circle round the breakfast-table 
CAMPBELI sien 
Jane: ‘‘No,sir: I gave it to the man Sur le 7 f A 
He said he would give it to Miss Rice / 
Campbell; “Then it’s all up. If by  ghe frees her hands and courtesies to on 
nv chance she hadn't got it, Amy, you gentleman and the othe: 
might have sent over for it, and said there ] 
as a mistake.” Les | 
Jane: ‘He said Miss Rice was out driv- ' | 
vith Miss Greenway in her phaeton, Phe she catches hands them aga 
Dut they expected Hié r back « eryv minute ana the A circle round the table 8 beIO 
Mrs. Campbell: *‘Oh, my goodness! oe 
And vou didn’t come to tell me Oh, if S 
ve had only known! We've lost our . 
mnlv chanee, Willis.” Oh dear! Stop! Um dizzy I shall fal 
Jane: *‘I did come and knock on your She Spins into a chair, while the men con 
oor, maam, but I couldn t make vou tinue sole mMhuiv cre ng bv themselves 
ir.” ( ampbell — IS a Sit ed dance 
Campbell : There's still a chance . 
Perhaps she hasnt got back vet Welling a on exnie ” 
Jane: ‘I now sne aint, sit lve 
been watching for her ever nee lL ¢an 
ilways see them come, from tl pantry Mrs. Ca ipbell springing from her 
vindow.” chair and running to the windo “SLOpD 
Miers Cam phe ll: ‘Well then. don't vou erazy things! Here comes Jane 
stand there tall r but runat onee! Oh, Come mght in here, Jane Did vou 
Willis! Never tell me again that there's 1 Give it to me, Jane 
no such thing as an overruling provi Welling: ‘‘I think it belongs to me 
denee. Oh, what an interposition! Oh Mrs. Campbell.” 
[ ean never be grateful and humble Campbell : ‘* Jane, Iam master of the 
enough Goodness me. Jane! why don’t house nominally Give me the let 
you go?” ter.’ 
Jane: ‘‘ But where, ma’am I don’t 
chow what you want me to do I'm will vi JANE, MRS. CAMPBELL, WELLING 
ing enough to do anything if I know what CAMPBELI 
it is, but it’s pretty hard to do things if Jane, entering, blown and _ panting 
vou don’t.” through the open window. ‘Oh, how I ' 


Campbell: ‘‘You’re perfectly right, did run 
Jane. Mrs. Campbell wants vou to tel Mrs. Campbell: ‘‘ Yes, yes! But the 
geraph vourself over to Mrs. Rice's, and say se 
to her that the letter you left for Miss Rice Welling: **‘ Did you get it 
is not for her, but another lady, and Mrs Campbell: *‘ Where is it 
Campbell sent it by mistake. Get it and Jane, fanning herself with her apron 
bring it back here, dead or alive, even if ‘I can’t hardly get my breath—”’ 
Mrs. Rice has to pass over your mangled Mrs. Campbell ‘*Had she got back 


body in the attempt e Jane: ‘* No, ma’am 


Vor. LXXVIIL.—No. 463.—3 





Campbell Did Mrs Rice opjyect. to 
, , r 

j N ) SIT 

} / i ui mght 


( } l H vil ong 
V Campbell What's all wrong 
Arie 
Jan P Ss maam,mav I have a 
I'm so ary I can't 
Vrs. ¢( yi / ‘Yes. certainl| 
( tm poe l Of course 
i ng Here Th ull pour 
Ss ol I ind press thet » Tie 
Jane, pus) ¢ the glasses away, and 
scaping my LHe room Phey bLnougthit 
Mrs. Can ‘ vas in a great hurry to 
M ‘ R ct Lo t ‘ lit etter and Liey sent 
ff the ma Vil it to meet het 
\ Mi CAMPBELL, WELLING 
AMPBELI 
VM 7 poe ] On merel cood 
! 
Welli id Crracious pwers 


r prov 


idene¢ No ia in for it. my boy 
So is Am \nd so am I vhich is sti 
n e to the noint 
Mrs. Ca We now, what shall 
\ tit) 
( pe “All that we can do now S 
to deve pments: thev ll come tast 
enou Miss Rice will open her letter 
1S is Ss ets it, and she won't un 
ae i i it mn the east how could she 
u ind a letter in your handwriting 
h Welling name signed to it? She 
S to Miss Gree L\ : 
Wel OB \) don't say that!” 
Camp l (yreenw and Miss 
(x nwa on know what to make of 
é ! But she’s the kind of girl 


rm some lively conject ires when 


ll fe 
she reads that letter In the first place, 
she wonder how Mr. Welling happens 
to be ! to Miss Rice in that atfee 
tionate ? 

Vrs. ( pbell, in an appeaiin shriek 

VW 

( pbell And she naturally won't 
} eve e's done t But then, when 
Miss Rice tells her it’s vour handwriting, 
Amy, she'll think that you and Miss Rice 
have been | g your jokes about M1 
Wellir u she'll wonder what kind 
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of person you are anyway, to make free 
with a voung mau s name that way.” 

Welling: **‘Oh, I assure you that she 
admires Mrs. Campbell more than any 
body 

Mrs. Campbell 
he’s fiendish when he begins teasing 

Campbe li: **Qh, If 
Mrs. Campbell and confides in you, the 
the All you've 
rot t alter 


**Don't try to stop him 


well! she admires 


vhole affair is very simple. 
is to tell her that 
itten ner the original of that note 
Mrs Campbe 1] and 
er garden party that you naturally ad 
And then Mrs. Can 


bell can cut in and say that when she got 


o do you a 


your 
full of 


na Was’ so 


ressed it to her iD 


the note she knew it wasn’t for her, but 
she never dreamed of your caring for 
Miss Greenway, and was so sure it was 


for Miss Rice that she sent her a copy 


of it That will make it all right and 
perfectly agreeable to every one con 
cerned 

Mrs. Campbell: ‘“‘ And I ean say that 
I sent it at your suggestion, and then, in 
stead of ving to help me out of the aw 
ful. a il—box, you took a cruel pleasure 
in teasing me about it! But I shall not 
say anything, for I shall not see them. I] 


ave you to receive them and make 
j Don't 


threatens 


the best of it 


Willis.” She 


try to stop me, 
her 


him with 


fan as he steps forward to intercept her 
CS¢ ‘ 
Ca pe ll ‘*No, no! Listen, Amy 
\ ou must stay and see those | 1dies It Ss 
we enough to leave it to me but 
what out poor Welling He hasn't 
done anvthing—exce pt cause the whole 


trouble 

Vrs. ( am pbe Wl: ‘‘lam very sorry, but 
I ean’t he Ip it. I 
continues to prevent her flight, and she 
suddenly 
at the 


nust go.” Campbell 
whirls about and makes a dash 
we ll], 


At the 


open window. ‘Oh, very 


then! I can get out this way.” 


same moment Miss Rice and Miss Green 
way appear before the window on the 
piazza. ‘‘ Ugh! E—e—e! How youfright 
ened me! But—butcomein. So gl—glad 
to see you! And you—you too, Miss 


Heré’s Mr. Welling. 
us with a 
to be away over my party, and 
for Mrs 


Can't some of you young 


He’s 


about 


Crreenway 


been desolating story 


having 
just getting back Curwen’s. 
Isn't it 
ladies 


As Mrs. Campbell talks on, she readjusts 


too bad ¢ 


or all of you—make him stay?” 


her Spirit more and more to the exigency, 











l 
il 


i 


X 





Vill 


A 


id subdues her agitation to as 


e sweetest polite ness 


MISS 


MISS RICI 


Viss Rice, entern ith an unopened 
tter in her hand, which she extends to 
Irs. Campbell ‘What in the world does 


all mean, Mrs Campbell, your sending 
ir letters flying after me at this rate ? 
Mr: Campbe 1] with a gasp My 
tters She mechanically receives the 
ctended note, and olances at the super 


Mies Willis Campbell Ah!” 


quickly to her husband, who 


ption 
e hands it 


ads the address wi 


th a similar ery 
Campbell : Well, well, Amy This 
a pretty good joke on you You've 
iled up one o your own notes and sent 
to Miss Rice Capital! Ah, ha, ha 
Vrs. Ca npbell, with hvsteriecal rapt 
re ‘**Oh, how delicious! W hat a rid 
ous blunder! I don’t wonder you wer 





i 


izzled, Margaret 
Welling: What! 


Sent her your own 


ter, addressed to yourself 

Mrs. Campbell: ‘Yes. Isn't it amus 
Well ng: The best thin I eve eard 
Viss Rice Yes And if vy l only 
new what agonies of curiosity Miss 
reenWway and 1 had suffered, wantin: 


to open it and read it anyway, in spite ¢ 

| the decencies, I think you ought to 
read it to us.” 

Campbell Or at least give Miss Rice 
her own letter What in the world did 
you do with that 2?” 

Mrs. Campbell: Put it in my des 
vhere [ thought I put mine But neve 
mind it now I can tell you What was 1n 


it just as 


\ 


well Come in here a moment, 


larearet She leads the wav to the 
parlor, whither Miss Rice follows 
Viss Greenway pouting ly Oh 
mayn't I know too L think that’s hard 
ly fair, Mrs? Campbell 
Mrs Cam pbe ll ‘No: or—Margaret 
| may tell you afterward; or Mr. Welling 
: may. now! 
; How very formida 


‘ 


Viss Gree nway 
nie. 

Mrs. Campbell, over her shoulder, on 
Willis, me the refusals 


roing out brit 9 


r ind acceptances, won't you They're up 
stairs.” 
~] Campbell _: Delighted to be of any 








service.” 


Behind Miss Greenway’s back 


LIKELY 





STORY 7 
he dramatizes over her head to Wel yy 
his sense of his ow) escape an Ss con 
passion for the tfeliow-man hom he 
leaves nthe tous o te 

IX MISS GREENWAY, MR. WELLING 
Welling Nelly He oaches 
and timidly takes her hat 

Miss Greenu ti \rt ! | i ( 
ter Was addressed in you il 
Will you please explain 

Welli ig \\ iby Ls Vel Sin ¢ 
that is, it’s the most difficult thing in the 
world Nelly, can you | e any 0 
| Say to vou 

Miss Greenway W ha ho Clist 
Of course 1 can if youre not too tong 
about it 

Wellina: Well. the Live letter im 


nveiope Was 


Cam pbe or the copy of o1 


Miss Greenmay 


We li But 


let me ey " 


ng a 

see, when | rot vour note asking me to 
be sure and come to Mrs. Curwen’s 

Viss Greenway : Yes 

Welling L had Ist rec ed an in 
tation from Mrs. Campbe or her wat 
der party, and I sat down and wrote to 
vou, and concluded I'd step over and tell 
her why I couldn't come, and th that 
l mv mind, [ addresse¢ ou etter the 
one Td ritten vou—to he 

V SS Greenway \\ my name in 
side 

Welling No: I merely called you 
darling ind when Mrs. Campbell open 
ed it, she sa t couldn’t be for her, and 
she took into her head it must be for 


Miss Rice 


Tiss Greenway: *‘ For Margaret 


in idea! But why did she } your en 
velope on til 

Welling She made a copy, for the 
joke of it; and then, in her h rry, she 
enclosed that in my envelope and kept the 
riginal and the envel pe she ldressed 
to Miss Rice. and and that’s all 


Viss Greenway: ‘What 1 pel ectly 
delightful muddle! And how sha e 
vet out of it with Margaret 

Welling With Margaret I don't 
care for her. It’s you that I want to get 
out of it with And vou do believe me 
you do forgive me, Ne 

Miss Greenway For what 

Welling For—for [ don’t know 


what for But I thought you'd 


vexed 








V Ss (,reen 
itos 
t Mi ( 
+} 
We ng 
‘ HT 
~ | ‘ y 
\ G 
Ho 
i j 
lidi t! ) 
Miss G 
been of a 
! ai t vi 
id enoug 
se me t 
‘ t nae 
We lling 
deed 
Viss Gree 


sping Miss 


Instan 7 
Hypatia in 
Blue-eyed, 1 
| ohted Lhe 


HARPER'S NEW 


end a lette au lressed dat 
irwen; but Mrs. Campbell 
() ho Lr neeli V 
d n oO ) i 
‘ 
cay “Ww of cours 
“ be oO i f Sucti i 
ong L\ 
And I’m so glad no | 
oO uu about it 
cay It would have 
You couldn t have ur 
or « I it sort The rut 
j earry otf Prom 
always leave the oth 
I will, darling; I will in 
way: *“*“And now we must 


course 


LJ] id 
rus ne in upo 


Greenway in 


S pap It w 
Br Histor 
1h \ ind k 

oO mv best | 

invthing but 
which tT 


: , 
s. through silt and slough, 


Berlin—I don 
essors mon 


nto sensei 


ner new sprih 


itent vith lips whose bloom 


n them, and 


a fone 


l 


OM 
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MR. AND MRs. CAMP 


el 


A 


S 


is called 
Glanee 
rance 
velief 
brief 

he earth 


S s basked them in the 
I red v yptodon 

dawn’s unpractised ray 
dodo winged 1tS Way 


t KnOW 


tone 


how 


ess stone 


iat near me sat 


@ hat, 


heavy-curtained room 


what lovely 


things 


brace ‘**“You needn't. Mrs Campbell 


has told me; and oh, Nelly, I'm so happy 

ror ou And isn'tita ithe greatest mix 
Campbell, rushing in, and wringing 

We nes hand: ‘** You needn 

either; I’ve been listening, and I’ve hea 

every word. Icongratulate you, my dear 

wy! Td no idea she'd let you up so eas 





You'll allow yourself it isn’t a ve 
Welling: ‘*' I know it But 
Miss Rice ‘* That's the very reason no 
one could have made it up.” 
Viss Greenway sik He couldn't have 
made up even a likely story.” 


( am pbe ll: *‘Congratulate vou again, 


W el ll Do you SUDDOsS¢E she Can Keep 


SO alWavs 





Mrs. Campbell, rushing in with ex 
tended hands: ** Don’t answer the wretch, 
Mr W el ing. Of course she can, with 
you Dansons!” She gives a hand to 
Miss Greenway and W<« n@ each: the 
others join them, and as they cirele round 
the table she sings, 


Sur le nont d’A 


t le monde y danse en ? 


READING. 


BAILEY ALDRICH 


Are fashioned out of eighteen springs— 
At nrst, in sums of this amount, 

The eighteen winters do not count. 
Just as my eyes were growing dim 
With heaviness, | saw that slim, 
Erect, elastic figure there 

Like a pond-lily taking air 

She looked so fresh so wise, sO neat, 
So altogether crisp and sweet, 

I quite forgot what Bismarck said 
And why the Emperor shook his head, 
And how it was Von Moltke’s frown 
Cost France another frontier town 
The only facts I took away 

From the Professor’s theme that day 
Were these: a forehead broad and low, 
Such as the antique sculptures show; 
\ chin to Greek perfection true 

Eves of Astarté’s tender blue 

\ high complexion without fleck 

Or flaw, and curls about her neck. 

















Ca a or da ite ( 
right at Ca ! hen he ) 
mo i t he ep ona 
7. for 1 hid ul pa 
COS twarn no p a Ho 
La Coa ao it An ¢ 
What a a I e 1 ¢ 
Da ae dey ta ! aat 
Dat d aie setth up dar « 
The sation created b 
the ick Prophet was u 
SOSLrIS Vismal, Oo is he was 
Sosrus io experienced a 
when he found lat his re 
now tie urd oO re id \ iS 


the 


cap iin und ‘ Vn I Lhe 
lyit at the I und 
eve dy throu yu { 
navigator of “‘Sosrus Disma 
quirers who failed to g 
ciation of s identity af 
erally enlightened th 
planation, ‘“‘Sosrus Dismal 


) 
i 
) 
iT} 


) ‘ ed . . 
f° m 
n ! De ¢ n 
1 
i ) mo stat 
I reg ed. the 
isa cu ‘ to the 
( of the Proph 
e | nd ea ( 
rus met all his wa 
A tte } 
t-s 1 
nity 
it “head 
1} bake your tin 
is sli i fa ) t 
resent, and as their fe 
ie Black Prophet seo 


ime twitched unea 
H t er vood old a 


Lor’. do 


earn Mr. Joe Sweeny 





\\ 
re 
] 
) 
{ 
rnine 
\ 
if 
vied 
r,’” ex 


igh! 


play 





nimie 
Y 


dat 


nt 


a 

















out You r hea 
( dl tet i Lb ye 
No 1 GUem Gavs | ,ou 
iy Gat mat play belo 


ao \ at I kin te) eight string banjet 


[ say dat myseff. I ri 
hear dat mah plas Hit 
pi pa yer Hitt he per 
ho qaat 1 i ( i» iv dat * Mis’s 
‘ L ske ed to O 
da l practise dat ne 
i _ immed , { 
mah 0 play e ¢ ( 
i evel { I i 
barn sump nD 1 hit 
nen Sos s too ip 

ran The M ‘ Ye 

r wW ( \ a eLy 
Lions ist een the 





( ) ‘ hh l 
ePsY ( 1 ( periormeé 
Dee a no Mis’sipp 

d tL say eome tum \ 

W it mec hit SAa\ 

ror, a ‘ ostul 

. iit 

é Vou ¢ ri¢ im 
. . rn ‘ 

| i I Pr commie f 
ra eri here You 
im no Petersburg, S 
turned Pet na unt 


W hat you called 
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You ain’ come fum Petersburg dough yo’ 
name Peter Dis a'r ain ‘come fum Mis 
sippi dough hit name is Mis’sippi 


[ ain’ carn whar hit come fum,” said 


Peter Hit a-gitt’n’ up an walk’ rou 
i! ho De man whar meck hit meck 
t pupus people to dance by Dat sho 

dar Whar you wrong ‘gin, Peter,” as 
sertedl S4osrus. severe Dat il Varn 


W hat Huccum you talk datter v i\ 


Sosrus Dismal You meck’n’ mock of 
rie Whar hit come fum ef ‘tain’ fum a 
man 

Hit come ess SO replied Sosrus, 
sion cantly is he looked at the Black 
Prophet Dat a'r made by de dey’l his 


ire, and muttered to himself l gwi 


show him I ean tell sump'n’ bout dev’ 





The Black Prop t si ed contemptu 
OUSI\ but en ne novice that € assel 
tion of Sosrus id roused the ttention o 
the “rouyp, € h member of whic € iverly 
fled about uneasil\ Sosrus he in pilav 
! the r of e Mississippi Sawvyet 
mda tiie i ( me ce mencea ViKInNY 
thie el ne Ss hn accompaniment to 

S ords mad s hie ©] on terspers 
ing his narrative here and there with 
music. and hile he plaved d talked 
the 10 of habit mpelled him to eall 
ou ce in a while eotillon 1 ires, for 
this s the great tune at country dances 
Even now his eves gleamed as if he were 
see. the dancers respond to his ealls 
and the effeet upon his auditors was 
sin ir, for as he sane out the cotillon 
figures and played the cheerv music of 

The Mississippi Sawyer,” each eye in the 
croup reflected more than the fire-light 
gleam, and at the very moments when 


their feet were halting in their beats tl ey 
vere infused with new energy by the 


regular energetic singing out of such 


c ‘ 99 66 } 
ficures as ‘‘swing corners, right and 
left through,” forward two,” *‘ ladies 
change - ( oss over.” and others. 


I gwi’ tell y’ all how it was,” said 

Sosrus Befo’ dem days when dee was 
* 

saw-mills was a nigger whar dun steal a 

crosscut-saw—de kind of saw whar hit 

teck a man at each een to wuck. De 


nigger couldn’ use it by hisseff, but he jess 


dat mean he boun’ to steal dat saw ’case 














SOSRUS 





e see it when ‘twarn nobody else roun 
Well. dat nigger had said cornstant he 
é red ol 1O de i he ain’ b lie ‘ dar 
dev | Soon’s he ot in a piece ol 
ds id dat saw on he shoulden dey 
e up beh nd him an’ teteh hin De 
oro fall down flop on he knees He 
ylieve in dev l teli no mut he 
Ga is ae dey ] soon s he see him 
| so Skeered he ain talK atl is Den 
ix him, ‘ Whar you cum Tum | 
n now Mars« Dev'l vhar I com 
I dat skeered.’ He think he deceiv'’n 
it ce snow all de time w r he 
ne fum, an’ jess proj k’n’ wid ‘im Ly 
( lain’ let on dat dough an s We l, 
ou sichia | r | spec vou mus come lin 
\I siIpp dem niggers down dar beat 
cinia niggers n Den dev 
’ Whar vou steal dat sa fum Ly 
ers ) sseff ] vone n \ oO ] 
mader ho te him I steal dis cros l 
len a dey i SAY | cle v'] d d Y 1 i 
\I ppl n ) sho. ‘ease ef vou was 
Ku iwinia ln re! ouain 2g € ¢ 
,ws: you be stealin’ pullets. You Mis 
pl i ‘ da iat you 18 mn de 
eV lar it to is sself ope n De ce 
S ro nh } de Te) ( he 
1OW dat rer alin no Mis pod Whig 
vi oe tajyob: I urn some ‘ rd 
Ll owl ! is a tresh nigger dis da Dat 
1 erfarivt nb B it de dey esay 
Hurry up d dat firewood. n 1) 
" " Marse De I.spevar me,s ir 
tu ‘ We sseew lab you ¢ I id 
dat saw De nigger sav hit made for t 
, i d { irn’ holp dat,’ sa V 
da raman steal he votter $ i is¢ 
hit is’. too. I tell vou Den dey « 
a hi r 1ICK r’ lo” i dev’ sa \ D > 
rot to be SAW d up dat sort of ¢ Oo | 
want L spee I gw ha roas nl or 
supper. lain’ sa at nigg owl 
pir out vit. but | do s’pose a fat, plump 
nigever In a SKV pla ien | got a 
ero it-saw an’ stand’n a hick’ Oc 
doubt’n’ he wuck some of he fat 1 
D dat nigeer WAS Ské rder t i ¢ ) 
‘case he fat an’ he ups an’ tak ae sa 
but it so heav he boun’ to sa Slo CASE 
tn nade for two men. He push ver 
de log an’ den draw hit back, he push it 
over de log an’ den draw hit back, | ish 
it over de log in’ der draw hit ba aat 
meck three times; den he put he | ip 
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Lo « ull of S i } ~ 
oO time mo over de ) a 
stop, case he é an t \1 
in all dem pustiitlh ce sa ck de s r 
SOUT at ( i Sid mA ( i i 
I pla no An ; 
an’ he saw, and he sa in S 
Saw evan! vah val He 
Naliute yj } rad-n-¢ ; ) ed 
off de stump iar hes 
de vuther een of des in’ pull an’ pu 
powerfu 1 de nigger at his ¢ ( ' 
pull an’ push powerful too, L te 1 
dat LW arly tiv, a ( de tas part 
of de ar har | plavin no An’ dey 
sa am che " in «ae Wlan de 
il adeyv sa an’ dev sa ieVal 
\ ih! SWIG cornd-« r-s | tell you de 
dev’l at one een an’ de rer at de vuther 
een of dat saw pull her through dat log 
im mm nt in’ de saw, hit red-hot But 
dat ain ieck no ditf rence An’ dey sa 
an’ dey S in dey saw 
de sal and aey Sal W 
thi ug An de sa 
\ ores [tor dat I 
Dac i Sit on stump al 
li¢ ric PILCOIOPK 
Hit my time to res’ to 
Dut ae de i¢ ss teten 
sharp prong an Say I i have ho lazy 
FO ) " Sa d nr ood nh 
i saw dat fire d; I spee I g have 
fresh roas’ nigger for suppe An’ den de 
1 nm to Saw de \\ od i SLOW ( 
‘ ero ‘ vou ) ( rrie cle ak 
D a l prong of d pitehfor 
‘ i f a ( ! er mus 
Mac kK )) it ove! a og an den di L\ 
hit ba e push it over de low an’ de 
( t bac dat meck three times: det 
ne han ny to de small oT ] is bacl 
i sh de saw one t e ve \y lo 
stop. “ease he tired an’ |} 4 mu Da 
‘ de l slo part of dat ar ac 
An’ he saw, an’ he saw. an’ he sa al f 
Sa an hesaw.an‘ hes Forward tio 
An’ de dey’] b SV pie n’ dat pile for} 
an’ here come de place vhar de fas pal 
oO} ad ehu rot to come n n.an’ he 
dat nigger g vi pul dat crosseut-sa ( 
fas’ when dee warn no dey'l at de yutle 
een? Carn’ holp dat; de chune right d 
eall for fas’ music, an’ de de i he gittn 
excited, an’ he warn see dat log cut i 
two, so he Say, Faster dar. faster dar 
you got to go through; I gwi roas’ a fat 
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plump nigeer for per in den da mutte n Impatiently He vas nxX1o ; 
rer ad ad ft riy vucker dat sa in to upset the st ry With argument, tor he 
very time hie OOK 11Ke hie 1 SIO ) prided himself upon his controversial 
ae ae | spit eal rn in he sa in ¢ il ty 
i an hie i in’ he saw, an’ he sa an Sosrus Dismal done ‘cuse hisseff, a 
e saw Ladieschange! Dats hit Cross I gwi spute wid him right now, so I is 
r! cross ove All dat time de dey lhe rising to his feet Ef dat w 
piavin ond ! ifork, ¢ iW og mn red hie S true vhich hit ain’t l o 1 take 
hot, de log ‘gin to bu’n, an’ de dey’l jess he own words an’ tu’n um ’gin him 
spitt'n’ fire ai tormp'n’ wid he feet \t this Sosrus smiled contemptuously 
ep n time n° ell ‘Go it, Mis’sippi He iin’ tell why de dev’'l leave dat 
sa el im dae nigger gol like a steam Da \¢ Ihh ae woods il ho ( Irie da hig 
engvne t [ s'pos’n’, ten minutes; an’ in’ ger could play iar nuv r play befo i 
aat me he iK e flesh down fum t » g tell you, dough Sosrus, I know’'d 
1 lud poun’ toninety poun’,so he nuth'n vo mother. She blongst to de folks whar 
ta eletlol in’ dat save him, ‘case de raise me | jess dat sorry to see ve lc ine 
cle had do iv he g i have a il ip t a mn dais river playin da banjer 
inp crore} OoOrsuppel in dis nigger too ilk @ENLICI OT sinners te d \ ill dan Nn 
Dol ! Dat time de saw so hot de han msosru Dismal, ef ever de de smile fa 
( » 1 off i dae niewer fa back lum vorable hie S ni Slviiie fa ora ¢ on 
oit, an terre y de chune stop, an’ he you 
w) oun ye ce | done gone, an’ righ Don’t keep on t n’ tome like dat 
i har ade pitehtork i Vas a Dal ! said So is, test 
im aa I pre nar nu l ho ho Lo \\ il L tel \ a is dat hat i kee ) 
rie i banjer befo’, took it up an’ play off you “way fum tormen A man earn’ | 
qat vey a ee i \ ira ale lan’ de M4 1 member an cdanee in lay on 
adone me il dat huecum hit eall musical insterment You n i dat 
de * Mis’sippi Sa er Sosrus Dismal.’ 
As Sosrus 1 nded off his naa e Don now hit ‘ta responded Sos 
rendering the eclosu bars of the ivel rus 
id dance air, his hearers bi thed some [ jess dat ready for ‘sp I said Olf 
ial 1 is and looked at each other Lose | oO \" | up a eil an’ sh WwW you 
leeply imp sed sump'n’ behind hit 
Long Harry asked, ‘‘ How you s'pose di Ole Mose, you bin walk’n’ ‘bout dis 
Lr) ye t « ( de mgger fii oO { lon time, an’ you always say'n 
Dat i er de dey ~ pitchfork whar oO D Lil ipa ve ! »wWsuNn pn’ be 
vd de t to a injer,”’ replied t ty’ ’a i ip no veé vit, as I 
Sosrus KNOWS O1 He mout have lots behin’ dat 
Ef dat happen, den na de dev’ ve but look like to me hit too ] eavy for 
do for a pitchfork next time persist him to lil up heyah! vah! vah! Ain’ 
ed Long Harry Whoever hear of Ole dat ) ng Harry Johns’n 2?” said Sos 
t n § ny ‘ aout he got a rus mntering tone 
pitchfork in how he gy grit he pi l [ come here to say I gwi sp ite wid 
oO! ( Hnita etunintoa ini ye you, Sposrus Dismal,” replied the Black 
Nigger, ve 1 fool said Sosrus Prophet, his wrath growing as he noticed 
You ¢ ose dat de onliest pitchfork other members of the party smiling ap- 
e ce rf Dat nuthn’ but a spa proval to Sosrus ‘*T ain’ feared of no 
ol Lo O s | shov'n’ people in de man when hit got to be ‘sput’n’ an’ I dat 
hy done had ‘nuff wuck to ar ready for ’sput’n’ dis very time, I deyar 
ous'n’ pitehfork He gota whole you, I deyar you, Sosrus Dismal, you 
stack of dem things down dar whar he 1 cer musiclaner to ‘spute wid me. You 
¢ Why, man, he war out a_ keep on talk'n’ an’ larf'n’, but dee ain 
indud pitehfo i day some of his busy nuth’n’ in all dat fool’shness So can 
days Pitehforks ain’ nuth’n’ to bim eat-bird make fuss wid de mouth, an’ so 
What's w'arin’ out a bundud pitehfork or can parr't talk, but dee ain’ nuth’n’ in 
40 a dav to de de fain’’s much asef what ar one of um say, ’cept’n’ when de 
ou drap a linch-pin outn yo’ axle-tree.” dev'l git inside a parr’t an’ talk hisseff 
1) ng the latter part of Sosrus Dis- thew de parr’t mouth, an’ den ‘tain’ no 
nais remat cs the Black Prophet had been parr t tall, but de dey ] An’ | ean show 




















SOSRUS 
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“RIGHT DAR WHAR DE PITCHFORK WAS, WAS A BANJER 


all dem whar roun’ dish yere fire dat de 
dev'l got a holt on every man whar play 
in’ de banjer an’ whar lis’n to hit 

‘* Dar, now, Sosrus!” said several voices 
**he done dar’ you 
‘‘He can dar’,” retorted Sosrus. **] 
ain't skeered of his darin’ I ready to 
‘spute wid him, ef he do meck hisseff out 
a prophet.” And then turning upon Ole 
Mose. he continued, ‘‘Come at me wid 
argyment, Prophet; come at me wid ar 
When I git thew ‘th you, you 
wonder Whar you is.” 


gvinent., 


‘IT gwi’ war you out; I gwi’ meck you 


Vor. LXXVIII.—No. 463.—4 


dat ‘shamed you won’ warn show vo face 
roun’ here on, : said the chalienger, and 
his body swayed backward and forward, 
his nostrils dilated as his breath snapped 
in quick jerks through them, as though 
sounding the on-coming of his wild and 


medley emotions 


‘**Ole Mose,” said Sosrus, you say j 
now IL ‘cuse myst tf I warn know how I 
‘cuse myseff. You done say dat word 


“Yes; I gwi’ ‘cuse you outn y’ own 
mouf,”’ insisted the Black Prophet. ‘1 
gwi’ lif’ up a veil an’ show you sump n’ 
behin’ it I do say as how a fiddle an’ 
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banjer bofe un um is dev l’s insterment, 


an adem whar piay im biongest to de 


dev | W hen you meckK mention ol dat 
chun ir you play, vou iow a dal de 
nigger whar had a crosscut-saw ain 
Know how to play dat banjer when he 
come Into dat plrece oO OoUs Is I savy 


dat correct 
Hit mout be; he nuv’r see a banjer 

tell den, 
You ain 

dat nigger know how to play aat banjer 
fo’ he « pe 
‘* No,” replied Sosrus, slowly, ** but 

* Hol’ on 

Black 


vancing his long 


’ Ssosrus re sponds d 


anse my question Did 
im in dem woods 


dar, nigger, hol’ on dar,” 
Warningly, ad 
Den 
him insterment ? 
Anse me dat, Talk ‘bout 


I show you how to ‘spute. Who 


cried the Prophet, 


arm who larn 


how to play a musical 


anse me dat. 
sputn 
larn iim how to play dat banjer ?” 

‘He larn hissetf,”’ 


rep! ied Sosrus, de 


fiantly ‘* He lis’n to de dev'l play, an’ 
den he strike de banjer for hisseff. He 
take to hit n hl like He nuv’r play 


vefo’ case he ain’ nuv'r see a banjer.” 


Sosrus Dismal, you liar, you liar! De 

What meck he 

nigger to saw some firewood ? De 
W hat he 

wid firewood when he in a place whar 

i De dev'l git | 


dey’l| dun meet him dar 


dev'1 d’ warn no firewood warn 


fire always bu’nin’ 
dem pines ‘ease he warn larn dat nigger 


how to DICK a banjer, an he meek de saw 


pl iv de a’r an’ den play hit hissetf, so de 


nigger ean keteh hit an’ go ‘bout de worl 
enticin’ sinners Dat nigger in hire of 
dev'l 

Sosrus, he pushin’ vou right hard 


Puc ket elad of the oppor 


observed Peter 


tunity to get even ith Sosrus for the re 
uff given early 1 he evening 

Hevah! vah! vah! didn’ I dar’ him 
to ‘spute d me, Peter cried the old 
Wiah ae () cl 

Push’n’ \ ) remonstrated Sosrus 
indignantly l ain’ ‘gin d him vit 
| ro “f da d j Q ikl | tel oul 
ketch dat *M 1) Sawyer chune ‘ease 
hita Ketch h ¢ I an’ not ‘ease de dev’] 
play b | he had ered ar otner man 
pilav hit head Ket a It Loo Now Lo vi 
am } .* t que Ol () Mose How 
vou n 1 g¢ jess to play on 
bar I 

(‘as t de « Hstermer H 
in cepn DY Q hald people lh ae 

nf shak’n’ of d rot Dat man whar 

cro a foot in a dance gitt h speak n 
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terms wid de dev’l, an’ de banjer gin a 
man encouragement to do dat whar he got 
to do. When you say dat 
8) Ln je r lef’ dar in place of de dey’l's pitch 
an’ dat he 
sippi Saw ver’ whar ev body dancin’ to, I 


no business 


fork, 


perform dat same * Mis’ 


know dey dancin’ wid a chune de devy’] 


dun meck. Sayt’n come roun’ cornstant 
spy hn an pully’ down fences so he can 
eit at de sinner.” 


Sosrus bethought himself of a new tack, 


for the discussion was taking too wide 
range, especially as he designed leaving 
for Richmond hours, and 


furthermore he was forced to confess that 


within a few 


the Black Prophet was overcoming him. 
‘What dat you say jess now ‘bout a 
parr’t 7” asked Sosrus. 
‘IT made mention dat when a parr't 
talk’n’ ‘tain’ no parr’t ‘tall, but dedev’l. I 
dat. I dun had proof of dat. I 


dun tol’ y’ all how dat was.” 


know 


‘Now I gwi’ argyfy,” said Sosrus, ad 
‘* Black 
Prophet, you wonder whar you is when I 
[I ax you fus kin you 
say es a gorspel man dat hit ever right 


vancing in front of his opponent. 


| 


git thew “th you. 


for a nigger to steal or ‘stroy dat whar 
don 


look’n’ 


blongst to him when he git chance 
an’ ain’ nobody " 


] 


De man whar steal or ‘stroy dat 


har ain’ b'longst to him, pick’n’ out a 


What 


me sich fool question like dat 


cornder nigh on to de firein torment 
you ax’n’ 
for 7” replied the Black Prophet, dig 
nantly 
‘**Put dis in de back part yo’ haid, an’ 
keep hit dar tell I eall for hit,” said Sosrus, 
looking significantly at his auditors. ‘* De 
Black Prophet say nigger ain’ got a right 
to steal or stroy dat whar ain’ b’longst to 


Now I 


Gorspel man, ought 


gwi’ ax you de sec’n’ ques 

tion a nigger to fight 

de dev lan’ strive to ov’ cum de dev’ |] 
— 


‘Hit he duty to fight de dev’] an’ strive 


woo cum de dev i 


Put dat in de back part yo° haid, an 
Keep 1 tdar tell Lea for hit terrectly, an 
lL ew call soon. too. said Sosrus to the 
croup ‘**“Now.”’ he continued, ** Black 


you say when de parr’t talk’n’ 
an’ ax,‘ Did yo pay for it 
O parr t tall, but de dey 
word I] say ie Black 
Prophet, with dignity. 


You meah t 


vit in any kin’ of 


to ‘low by dat, dat dev’l 


fowl, an’ in dat 
‘tall, but de 


ve vy. time lain no fowl 





' 

| 
' 
| 
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ON YOU I Gwr PI 


| mecks dat Sa\ n ma | stan OVI It, 
ussented the Black Prophet 
‘S’pos’n’ you cum ‘cross a chick n, an 


dat chick’n cluek human, den you say dat 


t de dey 


chick’n ain’ no chick’n ‘tall, bu 

Ef a ehiek’n ecluek human, den hit 
cast de dev’] 1 Him, an aden tain’ no 
chick’n ‘tall, but de dev’l,” returned the 
seer 

I gwi’ ax you dis question, now,” pur 
sued Sosrus. **S’pos’n’ a man meck a state 
ment, an’ right arfter dat meck anuther 
statement whar contradict dat fus state 
men vhich statement gwi ho ood, de 
fus or de las’ 

‘Ef dat happen, an’ de two statements 
ain’ oret dat vhar las ought to ve de 
mn Vihar ho ease hit oe d mans is 
solumn j idement an dat one boun to De 
true 

All right.’ said Sosrus, tun ne to the 
rroup No Lowi « oO \ iii tO Dring 
dem two argyments out de back part vo 
haid vhar | tell vou to put un PSS NOW 
De Black Prophet say fus dat a nigge 
‘ain’ gotter right to steal or ‘stroy dat har 


DISMAL 


T DE BLIGHT.—|SEE PAGE 46 





las’ dat hit 


don’ b'longst to him He say 
niggers duty to tight de dev], an’ strive 


to ov'’eum de dey 
ON 
Namie 

‘rupted the Black Prophet, petulantly 


My 


r Gord, what yo driv’n’ at?” in 


te 


1a 
time, my time now urged Sos 


rus You wonder whar you is terrect 
ly. Now! gwi argyfy Il ewi show vou 
how t argyfy. I makes de argyment dat 


what de Black Prophet say las’ do contra 


dict what he say fus, an’ ‘cordin 


own word dat what he savy las gotter hol 
S'pos’n’ 


a Ith 


rit ( 


nigger Lo 


vood 


hen-house it ni ora ni 


Prophet's fus sayin’ dat nigger ain’ got a 


right to steal or stroyv ar one dem pulle s 


‘ease dey don’ b' long to h Buts pos n 


one dem pullets ecluck hum hn, cord 


in’ to Black Prophet's ~dat pu 


let de dev’]l, an’ hit de duty of dat n orcre} 


pullet neck 


Cl dat de 


hol’ good, s 


idge him er 
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man Whar say hit sinful for Sosrus Dis 
nal to pick a eight-string banjer, ‘clarin 
( ery ti rers GQutLy heh he rao) TNLLO 
lO hen- house i hear chiek'n 
‘ 1 in, tO Wring Cat « ( nh heck 
in ! aa iat don blongst to him 
Dat ain rong no mo Oh no Nigger 
can t all de fried chiek’'n he want no 
W hi tibin All he got to do 
» I t ‘ I K ell chic li 
cluct budnan De Blac Prophet, de gors 
pei man, Say right M ha you Ll don 
ivi right 


eated intense sur} 


Long Harry 


LItkaAN ( 


ind excitement rushed fot 


ird, @! isped Sosruss hand, and velled 

th delicht Dev earn spute wid you 
posrus Whar de Black Prophet now 
Which de wust, to play a banjer or to 
‘strovy white folk chick’n Hi! yi! bul 


yous itn Kin sp ite. Sosrus - 


The Black Prophet glared steadily at 
the group. He discerned that the logie 
of his opponent had won Drawing his 
garments closer about him, he raised his 
arm, and pornting his finger in the vie 
tor’s face, said Sosrus Dismal, de devy’] 
on yo’ side now You think you done 
cunjr me; you done trick me; but I ain’ 
done wid vou vit lL gwi’ meet you in 


Richmond, an’ when you eit dar LT ewr hf’ 


ipa veil an’ sho you sump'n’ belin’ it 
You cuss de day you think you cunj'r me 
Blac Prophet lL ewi put de blight on 
you Yas, Sosrus Dismal, on you I gwi 


With these 
ly moved from thei 


As the might ady 


pul de dbiighil 


words he slow 
midst 
unced, and after they 


l 


bec arnie yveary Oot aise 1 


issing the sudden 
tlieht of the rack Prophet Sosrus made 
huis pore parations to teave tor Richmond, 
but at the first step his progress was re 
tarded The navigating foree of the ba 
teau consisted of Sosrus and a youth eall 
ed Alpheus, who had been an interested 
listener when the Black Prophet began 
the discussion \lpheus had disappeared, 
and calls and a search at the quarters had 
been inetfectual This absence was un 
accountabie, as he had alwavs been trae 
table and satistied with his position 


vo to Richmond ‘dout him 


said the captain of the bateau to Jonas 


Dat don’ meck no diff rence, Sosrus 
retorted Jonas ‘You got a ecl’ar night 
mos Dem few cloud you see drif'n’ “bout 

tain’ no rain in um Sun sot cl’ar dis 
ev nin I see hit jess es hit gitt'n’ down, 
an’ hit dat red Hit look to me like a 
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red-hard man a-peepn’ over fence to see 


how dew itermillion patch gitt non You 
ain’ gw have no trouble All you fot to 
do is to look out for de big dam 

The trip to Richmond was, indeed, not a 
difficult one for Sosrus to take alone It 


Was only necessary to put the boat in mid 
stream and let her tloat until he turned 


from the river into the canal, where a tow 


could be pieked up. Sosrus had made 
the down trip alone before; he was not 
troubled on this account, but the more he 


thought over the MluSSING boy the strong 


his 


Prophet. Al 


an adventur 


er grew his conviction that 
Black 


not of 


absence 
vas caused by the 
phe Is, he knew, Was 
ous disposition, and furthermore had been 

entirely under his control 

Dat 

Alfeeus 
Ile 


he Tree 


thoucht Sosrus 
dis 


ain’ go nowhar dis night outn 


DOY like me,” 


like bein’ on cunnal-boat 
too 
choice.”’ 


the Black 
Prophet and the peculiar look that ae 


Suddenly certain words of 
companied them returned to the boatman. 
* Yas, Sosrus Dismal, on you I gwi’ put 
de blight!” Whatdid this mean? Was 
the ancient man really the possessor of 
the superior power claimed, and the dis 
ippearance of Alpheus the first evidence 
of that awful ability 


ble for the flight of Al phe is to work harm 2 


Ho VY Was it possi 


These were the interrogative 


suggestions 
that figuratively jutted up in the stream 
of his 


thoughts, 


not unlike those stumps 
of trees or broken fence-rails that actually 
onee in a while bobbed up from the dark 
in the pathway of the boat, and 


he harmony of the placid sweep 


river 


marred t 


of water It was a moonlight night, 
flaky clouds draping the orb for a few 
minutes, then releasing it so suddenly 


that its first quick gleam across the river 


solitary boatman to start 
**My! ef dat meck a 
fas’ flash jess like a haid-light fum engyne 
flyin bend The 
night was still, the high water roll 
with a stately 
movement whose pace was timed by the 
f the 
low willows as their branches were caught 
the For the 
life Sosrus Dismal was 


caused the and 


say, moon didn’ 


roun’ de on railroad!” 
very 


ing on its long journey 


solemn bending and quick uprising « 


and released by current 
first time in his 
lonely on that river Hoping to expel 
such feelings, he swallowed a stimulating 


As the 
simply fast- 


drink from his jug of whiskey. 


mid-stream, he 
r and drifted 


boat was in 


} 1 
ened the tiile 














)PHET, SPAR’ ME! SPAR’ ME!’—[SEE PAGE 4 
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WI re t t filis iwaih trom [is 
af e con ed Lor m What'd I 
done Lal d wi e) 
Lis ne mn t \ dat bov Alfe 

l i ( ) ) t, sO reg il sO 
rT i en 1 in graterul 
t He ohis b 1CSS lL wonde 
‘ bB Prophet do eunjyur him 
I vr he ( Po’ Alfeeus 
DO | e dat vounge niceer 
But da Oo 1 had no business ¢ brie 
oO ! ght-——de la triflin’ youn 
ra Kf L had m here now right dais 
rn t. eri ouldnm’ war him ou 

The outline ot s ng boat- horn 
eaucht $s eve and picking l ip ne 
sou { Vindin largo voice but in 
Stead Of diverting his thoughts, it only 
aided n eeping them 1 their present 
sombre trac for the unbroken merging 
of one 1 ‘ nto another accorded with 
Lhe inrippled movement of the stream 
past tne s re borders whose dingy shad 
ows seen to encompass im 

Hit meck me feel lonesome, dis horn 
ao ie nur red L\ yy e born asice 

| ! ( the a dl ‘ 0 1 oO soun dat 
strange al hos belo hit seem like hit 
omebody er-eryvin’ an’ er-sobb’n’ like, like 
ce nsomewhar an carn git out 

Her ie noticed that the boat was op 
pos te tiie ra evard on Live hil He 
K Tie it Db its three head-boards, and the 
humble encireling fenee at this hour was 
but a seeming vaporous girdle, from the 
centre « hich the triple shapes stood 
fort \ 1 Such assertion that the boat 
man turned from the sight in horror, and 
repeated thie ras he ad uttered the mo 
ment before Somebody er-ervin’ an’ er 
sobb n f like dey in somewhar an 
eal C out ls dem w war in aee graves 
Lov Is «de sperits arter me de 
uy sts a perits Lem rit pas dlis 
place—lemme git pas’ 

He cast mis shivering in the bottom 
or thre wat, covered his face with his 
hands, and era ed toward the jug, from 
Vii hie rut ea such draucht as he 
deemed a ndly exoreiser in this awful 
hou 

The air seemed to grow thicker, while 
the stillness of the night made strangely 
distinct a medle of sounds from wate 
and shore vivinge them the power of as 
sociated voices, though subdued They 
beckoned his thou its in a dreadful way 
It was the night so oft the kKatyadid 
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and my id Cco-singers, 1n te mpo SIOW al a 
unval I ho dyin now vivilied with 
nie Strength by the lifting breeze, united 
intunetul, sweep on With a uhiversa 
hun a it Too ! an unseel seore 
(I rnight sounds there were too, out o 
harmony with all this, vet belonging to 
Ko adenizens Of Water and marsh sent 
forth ther voices lerky and out of accord 
{ i] thie mitea ou ZO the hosts of fic dl 
and wood hummers. “The organ-like roll 
of am on infinitely minute tones of in 
Sec rr Sti s in groves and trees swelled 
too siowly,solem1 ly, forthe staccato sharp 


ness of interjectional croaks and brittle 


ealis trom the river edg 


My! my 


re and swamp 


muttered 


PoOsrus: jess 
sen at all dem hoppergrasses an’ vreen 
katydids! Jess lisen at um er- singin 


an’ er-buzzn’! What dat? what dat 


It was the plaintive erv of a kildes 
startled from its sojourn on the bank 
‘* How lonesome dat kildee meck a man 
feel at nicht he soliloquized Look 


ease hit los’ s imp n’, o1 
‘ain’ got nar frien’ in de worl 


hose | ever ald 


o Dat stranges 

hea Twarn no kildee dat time out dar 
*mongest dem frogs an’ feesh Mout bin 
i frog; seem like he chok’n’ an’ tryin’ to 
hover Dar hit is ‘gin! Hit go * clueck 
cluck Dat thing cluck human W hat 
de Black Prophet say ‘bout de dev'l in dat 
whar cluck human . 

His face grew clammy, and as he list 


ened again and again to the slow ecluck 


vhich came trom the waters 


ation pictured the 
fiend floating by his boat's side, gibing at 


He was 


| had been his escort 


heated imagin 


him ina of clueks 
that the 


down the river from the time 


succession 


certain aey 


all the way 


the three grave boards had swayed in the 
darkness 
Dat dev'l trace 
He out dar in de 
ight 
daid outn de graves 
I hadn’ blo v'd 
van to feel that he 


‘**Dat Black Prophet warn no fool,” 


me by de soun’ of dat 


horn graveyard, an 
come Pri to’ds me so fas’ he shake de 


t um. I 
He be 


was a doomed man 


see 


Ke I 


wish dat horn 


he 
He payin’ me off now. He 
He git dat 


mused 


know mo'n he say out loud. 


boy Alfeeus ‘way fum me. Ef he did do 
dat, an’ all deze things happ'n dis night 
whar nuv'r happ’n befo’, den Black 


Prophet mus’ be a 


I sorry | 


prophet 


DuUSsSe 


Black Prophet in 
I feered I a gone 


datter way * he said 





an aes ‘h a trim 


down my bac 


mv bodyvan’ mis? 


an here adat ciue 


Pro} 


rolled for ; inst 


human Taster an 


raster. lack 


His 


LS € 


rile spar me Spal 


me! boat int 


shivered 1 ntire lenotl 


forward into the air, pl 


rreat dam, careened., huried Sosrus on 


jagged rocks below, and Talling 


pinned 


on 
there, his body s 


ad 


had 


him ibmerg 


the foaming 


ixe dabove 
to 1 


and torn 
Y He 
river into the canal 
light wa 
1 all this happened 
to 


dam, and they succeeded in res¢ 


gotten irn from 


s beginning to dawn 


whet Kour darkies on 


their way work saw the 


ung Sos 
+} 
fl 


The chest had float 


d Wi 


rus from the 
to 
with the insensible 


‘“We Lo 


VvreckKk 


ed in shore, an is carried along 


form of its owner 


bes god 


boat shoot the 


DISMAL 


hict 


} ] 
posed 


sway 
and 
young and old 


POSrus breathit 


hot 


iIness Whe 


rronte d DY 


forth 
recesses 


the 


px ror 


pupon a helf 


j 


aha Sole 


ith 
scene 
] 


Ona 


conting 


A See thing foun 


petuous rush 


tne 


unconseclo 


ne’ pi ohit Call 


Trom eac 


when the cabin 
existed the 
ness a hastily assemble¢ 


er with the 
Sion eyviden 
faces radiate nervous com 


tongues are dumb— it 
Aunt Ce 
forth 


No 


‘no one don’ know 


emotion 


ely S 


one don’ K 


h onto death 
} 
Whar we all 


With folded 


her 


hig Whar 


cotter vo 


arms she 


body backward and 


glance at the prostrate 


evoked her wailing 


unnhatut 


Live wales 


its 


brougi 


con 
av tol 


they 


11h 
it 
ich touch 
exclamations 


it 
and 


h new-comer, 


led 


ainess ol 


Vas il 
still 
| group, togeth 
sion of repres 
vd whose 


whose 


ment 


bend 
Her 
man 


of the 


and she began, while 








und Wasi 


last day 


t vit 


wrestie 


for he mut 


broth rnow 
Black Pro} 


he continu 


“Gimme my Dbanjer outn 


eight-strin 
play on ce 
The ban 
nis eves go 
tled back a 


while one 
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p gy me on the 
lee ( ead sosru 
in began to bo 
all He attempt 
fe back to a t 


r W LIS po red 


*Sosrus had 


H S braln 


f 


his Vital I 


a cd 


Was 


yrees t 


iurrying over th 


e 


He was preparing 


i the Blac 


tered, smili 


yet.” Th 


ed, eagerly 


less wal 


Aunt Ceely 


a Varning glance upon the 


us light in 
busy as to 


work His 


scenes of the 


I 


or his great 


< Prophet's blieht, 


ney 
t te 


Yo l Say po’ 
omit thew th 


en rousing himself, 


Whar 1 


phn tis me 


, 
Oo Was handed 


Lealne d as he 


YTALNSE the 


toot s in 


lit \s i} 


ie SLOW 


{ 


my chis—my 


nar one kin 


its owner, and 


rrasped it and set 


head of the low bed, 


} 


to the 


i\ 


floor ready 
drew the 


o harmony he stared upward, 


and the hush throughout the room deep 


ened whil 
Dlinewiin ey 


no longer 


r Aunt Ce 


Cly. 


who was trem 


ery fibre, could restrain herself 


ind cried « 


He seeln dem \ 


Vision i 


Smiling 

nis \ 
qu Coyne 
came or 
wha 


niph! umy 


‘ plavil 
nin Moy 
l it mun 
said they 


ul 
ISLONS, Li 
= 
hh 
r 
rin 
1 wo 
you 
i an 
softly 


seein’ dem 


The Missis 


then, as the 


to himself, but 


knew, though 


iS 


earry Ing on 


} 
ne o1da ar 


a conversation with some one not visible 
to them, though apparent to him, as he 
razed up vard 


He seein’ dem visions,” she cried, 


clasping her hands in eestasy *“ he see 
in dem visions But Sosrus gave no heed 
re vas there pause in the air, for he bow 
ed, and sn much, said, as his mem 


ory began repeating to him his own story 
the M SSISSIPpl Sawyer, °° He know 'd 
twas de dey’l soon’s he see him 

Dar, now,” shouted Aunt Ceelv, “he 
eeln’ dem ViIsSLOnS Yas, oh Vas, de Sit 
ner on de wateh for de dev], an’ he know 
de dey | soon’s he see him Ole Savtn, 
vou carn’ fool de sinner whar on de watch 
Dis rectified brother seein’ dem visions 
Yas Vas 

I 


She turned, panting, upon those who 
themselves seemed breathless, and amid 
sighs, head-shakings, and down-lookings 
they again echoed, slowly and gently, 


I 1! 
Lord rocker my—soul 


Sosrus, sounding ‘‘ The Mississippi Saw 
yer,” made it the accompaniment to his 
words as he went on, 

‘An’ de dev'l larf fit to bu’s’ hisseff 


‘Yas,’ interpolated Aunt Ceely, rais 
ing a warning finger, ‘*of co’se he do, of 
co’se he larf Dat de way he come at de 
sinner, a-larfin’ an’ a-smilin’ an’ a-tryin’ 
to entice de sinner When de dev’l come 
at you larfin’ he gitt’n’ ready to meck you 
ery - 
‘De dev'l say, I gwi’ g’e you a job,” 
continued Sosrus and his banjo 
Lis’n at dat,” exclaimed Aunt Ceely, 
‘lisn at what de po’ brother say’n’, an’ 
he smil’n’ when he say hit De dev'l al 
ways ready to promus dem a job whar 
wuck for him, but he lyin’ all de time, 
an’ jess layin’ to git sinner in he power.” 
‘A fat, plump nigger in a risky 
place,” continued Sosrus 
This roused his guardian into an order 
of fury that directed her attention to oth 
er objects, for she left the bedside, and 
rushing aeross the room, faced a lazy 


sleek, unintellige 


t-looking young darky 
vho stood gazing upon the seene. First 
shaking him by the shoulder, she then 
thrust her finger in his face, and cried, 
with vehemence 

** Dar, now, youCephas ! What I tell’n 
you ‘bout yo laziness? Ain't I bin warn 


in’ you de devy’l gwi’ git you ef you don’ 





SOSRUS DISMAL 


». but vo Keep on sie pn 
yseff like horg for sl: 
* OF 
he pen, you 
po’ brother 


Didn 


pre ht scow : 
Vil be lazy no mo iF b you come DACK here 
Go on outn ais cad alin go dange) You see 
yusiness here nohow ! th ad Jess de ve'y time vo 
ib’n,”’ she continued, : > W brother say dey saw 
creased ** De po brother sav a fi lum] mean hit red-hot for 
rer in a risky place, an’ ef vy here,Cephas; you don 
ere you gwi’ git us all in trouble; ¢ dom vou come in here ag 
outn dis ¢ab’n.” “ “Right aw lef’! cried musician and 
The banjo was telling out the melody instrument togethe 


The Mississippi Saw ver over and ovel P W hat | Say what | say . shouted 


iain, Sosrus’s foot was coming dow \ int Ceely,v ldly “Gitoutn here q 


LICK 
1 } 


vith infallible revularity, While the mheeps to ae nigh roats to de lel Gait 
pelled youth slowly left the cabin, his on outn here, Cephas; you done bring 
eyes suffused and his often-abused spirit danger on yo'setf. You nuv’r was indus 
crushed, as he gave an anxious glance be- tious. You blone on de lef \ fat, 
hind. plump nigger in a risky place.” The 

*** An’ he saw, an’ he saw, an’ he saw, panic-stricken youth again fled from the 
an’ he saw,’”’ said Sosrus, with growing room, yet after he was outside he felt 
glee, while the music seemed to repeat his drawn to the place again, and creeping to 


1 .7 


words. ** Salute yo pard -e-7-S An’ the door, he stood behind the group, shiv 
he saw, an’ he saw, an’ he saw, an’ he saw, 


ering, and feeling abject and accursed 

an’ he saw, an’ he saw ** De nigger think, Hit my time to res’ 
‘Dar hit come at las’. I said hit, I said too,*” repeated sosrus, softly playing 

hit fum de fus. Didn’I say he seein’ dem ‘*Great day a-comin’!” The old wo 

VISIONS ¢ You hear de po’ brother Say he man was blinded DV her tears, and she 

saw an’ he saw? What dat he keep on sobbed as she fell in a chair. ‘* Yas, my 

seein’ in datter way He seein’ dem vi- brother, thank you for dem words. Yo’ 


sions. Blessdisday! blessdisday! Hegwi’ time to res’ mos’ here, mos’ her¢ De 


tell we-all what he saw. He say, Salute po’ nigger think hit he time to res’ too 
yo’ pardners. Yas, I ready, my brother, I Yas, I sleepy for dat res’ now. 

ready, my brother, to salute dem partners 

in white,” shouted the old woman, as her 

thin form contorted with the intensity of 

her emotion. Her tones were joyous, and An’ he saw, a le saw, an’ he saw, 
seemed to carry exalting infusion to the an | w, an’ he saw, an’ he saw For 


spirits of all there, for satisfied moansand ward two!” called out the musician, 


eestatie ejaculations followed, together whose delirious eves were blazing 


with slow. assenting bows of the head, ‘*He seein’ dem visions, he seein’ dem 


and rapt upward gazings, while their feet visions. He gitt'n’ ready to salute de 


from softly patting time to ** The Missis partners, de white - robe what 


sippi Sawyer,” now accompanied it with beek’nin’, ‘e: ll de p igeer don 
all the emphatic life of a shuffle, so that be skeered, but hol up hi aid an’ to 
even Cephas, lingering like an outeast on come forward too.” 
the outside, timidly crept in, and his face ‘** Faster dar, faster dar 
in that instant seemed to catch the glow through,’ said Sosrus 
from the others ‘*De gates of gold in sight 
*** An’ de saw, hit red-hot,’’"» murmured of encouragement say faster 
the player to his eight-string banjo dar; you gotter go through 
‘** Oh, lis’n’! oh, lis’n’! Dey saw hit dar,” moaned Aunt Ceely 








o2 HARPER'S NEW MONTHLY MAGAZINE. 


Cross ove CTOSS Ove) shouted stretched hands. In that instant. with 
so is. S ! revel Hg i play O quickness that he had never shown be fore 
fast i ! oluntat obedience to the com Cephas pushed through the crowd erving 

d Lemme tell po’ brother good-by Po 

Gal ‘ ‘ He seein’ dem vi brother! don tell um to put me on de |e 
ble prepa ! LO Cross ¢ er Jordat | o ICK Good-by, po brother 

De cde | is gone muttered thie Phere as a pause as Cephas graspet 

ul eeb nd th that letting the hand of Sosrus, and then the banjo 
ota read S tone on the last page ol player seemed to sink Ih a stupor, from 
a sto ( fino eoan to move which he slowly roused, and he again be 
re slow und his body fell against the van to finger the instrument, but the a 
ack of the bed vas no longer ** The Mississippi Sawyer 
On reat glory (7101 ! gviory! but it as the old negro hymn, ** Lord, 
You tone Gry ! ott |) qaeyv i Gore ! rocker THY SOUL in de bosum of Abrham. 
cit 1 vol ble Carh fi nder VO journey ana W tilie he plaved it he sank more 
ho ye cherryub an’ de serryufims heavily on the humble couch, and then 
a-vruardlin vou You boun’ to cross over ne struck the string’s ina scatleriIng way 
ordan no Kar’ we mv brother, good then bare Vy touched the m. and fina Ly thie 
by, good-b said Aunt Ceely, rushing up banjo fell from his hands, and in a few 
to hin ind they all followed, with out minutes he was dead 
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F. S. CHURCH. 


BY GEORGE WILLIAM SHELDON 


a Kk friends of M EF. S. Chureh in ** Pegasus Captured”; who kneels on 


were discussing the significance of the lid of Pandora’s box to prevent the 


his pietorial work They agreed that his escape of the mischievous elves: who sits 
distinction as a painter consists im hay in ** Peace” beside the sheep, holding a 
ing created in a series of idyls the most shepherd's crook; who exercises the ma 


beautiful women in American art that mic ota Sorceress” upon a group of croc 


interesting voung creature who, as **The odiles: who idles on a bank with some 





Vikine’s Daughter.” stands on the sea gav-hued flamingoes: and who, as ‘‘ Sib 
shore in a robe of delicate green, listen vl,” extracts wisdom from the head of an 
ing to the whispers of a sea-gull; who, as Egyptian mummy But the question 
th heroine ofl \ Fairy Tale.” walks was as to the spiritual import of the 
under flowering trees in the midst of young woman in her relations to the 
four charmed tigers ho, in ‘*Subdued,” animal kingdom. One of the friends in 


playsa pipe toa group of lordly lions; who council declared that Mr. Chureh meant 


tells to a fair companion ** Beneath the to show the power of feminine purity. 


Sea” the story of a skull that has been All these beasts, he explained, from the 
perforated by a bullet who puts her most savage to the most domesticated, 
arms around the neck of a fawn and im were held captive by the power of a good 


parts her secret in ‘‘Contidence’; who damsel; and the artist by his work had 


leads as a mistress a white winged horse made himself a great moral teacher. 





F. 8S. CHURCH 


The 


pathology z 


second friend, like a specialist 


associates 


He thoug 


ditfered from 


Hin 
the 


His 


, } : 
the dlagnosis ol Cast 


we should see in everv work of art the 


largest meaning it will bear: 


Mr 


only 


that 


Chureh’s maiden not 
Purity, but the 


all things 


repre sented 
Heavenly Love which is 
to subdue . and which, in bind- 
ing by its magic spell the earthly to the 
heavenly, is to include every living crea 


ture as well as man. 


To the third member of the party the 
significance seemed to reside in the pov 
er of womanly beauty—the beaut 


ideal 
ter of 


American woman of the 


the nineteenth century 
Mr. Church's ere 


called our first 


went on to explain ition 


may be American woman 
that Mr. Lowell 


Lincoln 


much in 
a led 


American 


very 


the sSense¢ 


has e Abraham our irst 


man she never was 


incarna 
ted until Mr. Church inearnated her 


She 
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NEW 


Ss a persona S distinct as she 1s i 
l \ ind sa ng No mode it 
irtist uses 1h s 110 ind he has 

tm moe i MAPS a Lb portrait 

th eries of 1d No oF oman 
toe ean ¢ ae Fy recognizes hel 
| ctures signed by 

I ! H never made a realist 
mortratt L mo His il Hough ne 
( e& came l ul omg so in the pict ire 
‘ f Sorceress ¢ rarming the croeodiles, 
¢ id the co-operation as sitter of 
in interesting g¢g ot twe e years ho 
is introduced » his notice by the facet 
that her mother once sent her on an er 
rand O tis SLUGLO W le she was on hen 
LV om. st 0 and he might easily 
have repeated her face during the two 


No 
painter modern, 
Mr. Church’s 
of 

iin for her To a certain 
Mermaid and Sea W olf” 


one ot 


vears that she consented to aid him 


foreign figure ancient or 
nas ever prod iced 


The 


young 


1 : 
oman history art may be 


searched 


extent adoes 


His 


suggest the beautiful goddesses 


with which the Greek genius peopled the 
lonian sea, but only because Mr. Church's 


work has certain qualities that are Greek, 


or, in other words, that are fundamental. 
His figures have all the poetry of lines 
and color in dress, all the seductive un 
dulation of robes, that characterize the 
Tanagra figurines. His woman is clothed 
in drapery rather than in gowns. Her 
gracious form and regular features are 
those of a beautiful statue of the classic 
pe riod The dra Ving and the color as 


sociate themselves in a tranquil harmony 
While Mr 


Classic, it Is never 


Churech’s art may be ealled 


academic. 
most characteristic 


its respects 


his art is modern and contemporaneous. 


This flower of womanly beauty, which in 
our perishable world is the most durable 
expression of the ideal, has grown from 
the soil of to-day She feels, as did Eu 
crénie de Guerin, that it does her good to 
rong abou in the midst of our en 
( a ne nature Vill blossoms, birds, 
und verdure all around herunder the large 
and blue sky, but, unlike Eugénie, she 
never experiences the ennuz that finds at 

e bottom of everything only emptiness 
ind no neness The man that made 
such a woman has the true instinet of 
genius for what is really admirable, and 
an acquaintance with her is a lasting 


She stimulates the intellect, for 


tihes the el soul 


uracter, and pleases the 
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myiie es according to nature, and she 
modest, trus vorthy, magnanimous, 
equal-minded If fiction has no reas 
to ist unless it is more beautiful t] 

t ealitv, She has every reason to ¢ 
bee List S l Hus beau ll bu 
beauty does not reca blossom 
love ital to the heart, « vhich A&ése 
lus speaks, nor that winsome Gigokoo « 
Live Japanese ho is the dame of She« 


In her ingenuousness she reminds one o 


the young singing girls of Luca dell 
Robbia, while, at the same time, s 
stands forth as an image of the int 
lectual movement that governs the ag 
to which she belongs. Being our fir 
American woman, we respect her as 
unique and lovable type in a eiviliza 
tion where the emotions have becon. 


has become more 
the ‘* Viking 
her expression reveals, pel 


less simple as the heart 
and if, 
Daughter,” 


haps 


sceptical ; as in 
a nuance of the sceptical, it 1s be 
eause even she can no more escape the in 
fluence of an epoch of agnosticism than 
the pretty 
W atteau the suggestion of the gay adven 


could women of Boucher and 
tures, the frivolities, and the foolishnesses 
of the France of the eighteenth century 

A study of the genesis of Mr. Chureh 
has 
At ten years of age 
he painted in crude water-colors on sheets 


work, the transformations which it 


assumed, is curious. 


of foolscap-paper a wondrous panorama 
of Indians, pirates, and highwaymen per 
forming \t 
thirteen he left his home in Grand Rap 
ids, Michigan, to work for the American 
Express Company, in Chicago, where he 
‘the 
beeause he had a talent for 


most blood-thirsty deeds. 


was known among his comrades as 
artistic chap,” 
drawing comic sketches with the pencil 
At seventeen he entered the Federal army 


as a private, and served as such for three 
vears, until the close of the war for the 
Union. One of his messmates speaks ot 


him as a notable shot with the cannon, and 
a brave soldic r, but he never had any im 
pulse to paint battles, and his country lost 
a possible De Neuville. What struck his 
imagination most in that awful and pro 
longed contest was the comie side of tent 
At twenty 
the 
American Express Company, he worked 


ing on the old camp-ground. 
six, after renewing his service with 
as a draughtsman for a wood-engraver of 
.and was considered the worst 
W alter 
then teaching art in the Acad 


machinery 
draughtsman his employer had 


Shirlaw, 





! /N, ; 
F\ Chora WY 


CHhamhh ~~” ganar & 


“SUBDUED.” 
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REss.”’ 


“THE SORCH —From an or 


emv of Design in Chicago, first started 


the amateurish young draughtsman on a 


serious road ntrodueing him to the 


Ly 


opportunities of the life-school of that in 
and Professor Wilmarth, of the 
il Aeademy of Design, in New York 
followed 


ces of such a course, while the 


N ibion 


Vinither he had removed up 


t 


Lhe anta 


wy 
artist supported himself by making comic 
sketenes for Harper's Weekly and Har 
pe Ss Ba ar 


ippeared in the 


One of these sketches, which 
Weekly of June 21, 1873, 
of ‘* Latest from the Front, 
Our Friends the Mosquitoes,” 


under the title 


represents a 


nsects sharpening their bills 


Oona l 


ndstone, under the supervision of 


ider of the band, while others on 


the right are dipping their bills in a bottle 


Lppe tizer.’ and others still are 
with 


About this time 


e off on their mission of torment 


sacks and umbrellas. 


gin Wateh Company awarded him 
1 contract for illustrations for an alma 
rye hic occupied him several vears 
It was not until 1875, in his thirty-second 
vear, that he prod iced his tirst serious 
rk i black and white drawing entitled 
Up in the Crow's Nest,” representing a 
come young woman standing in a rus 
tic lookout of a Hudson River country 
seat, and razing upon the scenery 
This dra ne was followed rapidly by 
other o , serious nature solely pecause 
his come sketehes were not so much in 
demand Che artist pref rred the latter 
but it Wasa question ol bread and butter 
ind he entered upon what may be ealled 


Sallevori1 il period . Death represents 
i. dro ned irt on the shore, lving fl it on 
or MACK er hands DV her side, and ner 
ha eamil ilong her arms Ref 
ore hows some veather- beaten birds 

} ¢ ‘ } 
under thie rms oO ’ Unrist na shrine 
du i no storm. M iternit ais 


covers some 


the 
‘Coming throug! 


young alligators on 


back of their mother. 


the Rve” introduces us to a bear witl 
a pig under each arm. In ** After the 
Rain” we see a girl on a plaza wit) 
three storks in front of her. In the 
‘Struggle of Love,” Cupid has a string 


around a bird, and pulls him and the big 
In ** Apr 


Showers” a young girl is watering roses, 


vellow rose fastened to him. 


from underneath which Cupid demurely 
In ** Retaliation” 


ceeded in caging 


emerges she has suc 
Cupid, and is poking 
In *‘Who are you 


her younger sister confronts a mermaid 


him with a 


Stick. 


at the sea-side and asks the question ol 


her The Witch’s Daughter” sits clad 
in a light green dress beside an owl on 
the are of a new moon. Then came the 
brilliant and beautiful ideal, our first 
American woman, of which the most 
characteristic examples are ‘*The Met 


maid,” published in Harper's Weekly in 
‘A Fairy which ap 
peared as a frontispiece in this Magazine 
for November, and ** The Viking’s 


Daughter,’ which has been re produced aS 


March, 1883, Tale,” 


1887, 


a frontispiece for the present number of 


pel iodical 


that few 


the same an ideal so brilliant 
the 


whom it has charmed will regret the cir 


ind beautiful of multitude 


cumstances which turned the { 
the artist from the comie to the 
Neverthe 


Mr. Church’s biography, 


attention 0 
Serlrous 


less it is evident that nothing 


as just r 
lated. explains the conditions that pro 


woman \ 
soldier for more than three ye: 


duced our first American 


Drave 


business man, comic illustrator, what 


was there in the influence of his 


Lo bring into existence sO ce 


ightful an 


deal as **The Vikine’s Daughter,” with 
her whispering sea-gulls Why did he 
not paint thie vattle see nes quorum magna 
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irs fuit 7 
the serious, *‘ Our Friends the Mosqu 

es’ to ‘' The Viking’s Daughter”? And 
that when at last his comie 
etches did not sell, he turned his atten 
American WwW 
ich success that he himself 
tired of 
\manda Jenkins, of Podunk, 


Why did he pre fer the comic 


WwW Was il 
mn to our first oman, 
, by this time, 
Miss 


who, while 


with 


ist be his old flame, 
isiting the Aquarium, sits down on the 
\frican tortoise, thinking it a stool, her 
ew red rose meanwhile being stolen from 
er bonnet by the voracious giratfe ? 
Perhaps that eventful 
vhen the pretty school 


on afternoon 
irl of twe lve vis 


her 


bear-skin or ti 


ted his studio, and he 
with 


saw face in 


contrast some ver 
cin hanging upon the walls, a glimmer 
i the subject which has since enthralled 
is pencil may have stolen across his im 
iination. For years he had been a stu 
dent of wild animals at the menagerie in 
ie Central Park, had studied their habits 


with the loving assiduity of a Barye, had 


made plaster casts of them when they were 


dead. The needs of his profession as a 


comic illustrator led him to an intimate 
iecquaintance with these animals, and in 
Professor 


of the 
friend. 


Conkling, the superintendent 


menagerie, he found a valuable 


He made thousands of pencil 


‘““RENEATH THE 


sketches of na JCUSTS tt 


a 


tudes 
he sees 


The action of the caged tiger when 


a horse especially interested him 


but the artist was obliged to wait for 


weeks 
before he caught it Perhaps one mem 
orable day he saw a fair young American 
also watching the 
the 


nificent 


same wild beast, and 


relations of a beautiful girl to a 


MaLY 


animal began to interest him 
One day, While he was painting a coast 
scene at Sandy Hook, a boat came in con 
taining a bear and a peasant, and he saw 
them the the 
light playing Perhaps his 
picture ol 


against green trees with 


upon them 
a Circe and a tiger on the shore 
was suggested by the scene He 
ly went to Fort 


eertain 
Hamilton to ascertain 
how nearly he had succeeded in getting 
the relation of her complexion to the sea 

For all his subjects, all 


his value s, are 


based on nature, fantastic though 


many 
of them seem 


The sentiment of the ani 
mal, the right feeling of his action, comes 
not from copying photographs, but from 
direct personal watching of 
and not 
lieves this truth with his heart more pro 
foundly Mr. ¢ 
the animal one must understand his econ 
struction and must motions. 


Many atime has Mr. Church caught the 


the original, 


there is another artist who be 


than ‘hureh To 


possess 


study his 
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AN INTERRUPTED FEAST 


elusive little sand-pipers and sketched 
them from nature He has scores of 
studies, made at daylight in the Central 
Park, of peacocks in the snow, when his 
water colors froze He has painted SIX or 
eight women’s faces, one after the other, 
before the fit one came In the picture of 
the mermaid and the polar-bear, the red 
dish hair and vellowish-white fur of the 
bear, in connection with the prismatic tints 
in the tail of the mermaid, and the reflee 
tions of the same on the ice, were a favor 
ite chromatic study: and one is often re 
minded in his paintings of the chestnut 
hair and the paie green landscape tones 
of Memling’s ** Mary Magdalen.” 

Yet the artist never saw this picture, 
never entered the Louvre, never studied 
in the EKeole des Beaux Arts, never set 
foot upon the soil of Europe. And if he 
has lost something thereby, he certainly 
has gained something also. The painter 
of our first American woman might nev 
er have seen her had he pursued the 
usual course of study in France; and the 
student of his work cannot but lay stress 
ipon this fact of his exclusively Ameri 
can training. The Greek artist studied 
art in Greece, and the French artist stud- 
And Millet’s simple 


faith in nature is Church's holiest creed: 


ies art in France 


One ought to habituate himself to re 
ceiving only from nature his impressions, 
Whatever they mas be, and whatever his 
temperament may be. It is necessary to 
be come impregnated, to become saturated, 
with her, and to think only of that which 


she makes us think of. The pictures that 


we love, are they not those that proceed 


from her Other pictures are but pe 
dantie and void.’ 

Nor can we forget that at the time that 
Mr. Church was entering upon his best 
and most suecessful period—he cannot 
paint these idyls faster than buyers ask 
for them—our American Renaissance had 
just begun, with all its inadequacies, with 
all its experiments, with all its love of 
the sensational and the striking. Clever 
young Americans, fresh from the ateliers 
of Munich and Paris, were breaking with 
the traditions of our Academic art, and 
bubbling with enthusiasm to show to the 
publie the latest and most stunning way 
of laying on paint. Surrounded by evi 
dences of a moral sense that was low and 
a public taste that was vitiated, the crea 
tor of ‘**The Viking’s Daughter” turned 
neither to the right hand nor to the left, 
but, self-poised and self-contained, found 
in his own admiration of the beautiful 
and in his own study of nature the meth- 
od and the inspiration of his art. Did 
some sibyl] tell him, as Fromentin told his 
young pupil Humbert: ‘‘ The epoch is 
bad. It depends upon you to give a les 
son in painting, a lesson in style, a lesson 
in taste” Or was it our first American 
woman herself that appeared in a vision, 
and gave him the blessedness of the man 
who catches sight é6f truth, and who rec 
ognizes a kindred spirit? Perfect his 
work is not Many resources of the pal 
ette are still strangers to him. He be 
longs to the grand future, as well as to the 
present. But no other American painter 
has done so much as F.S. Church toward 
creating a national art. 

















CHRISTMAS 
MYSTERY 


IN THE 


15TH CENTURY 


BY 


THEODORE CHILD 











“T u 
agination some six 
hundred years. It 


is Christmas night. 


s go back in im 


In every town in 
Europe the bells 

are ringing merri 
ly, and the people, noble and simple alike, are stream 
ing toward the church or cathedral, each family 
or group preceded by its lantern-bearer, for street 
lights are few and far between. We will 
ourselves in Chester, in 
Seville 


suppose 
Rouen, in Verona, or in 
the name and the place matter little, the 
medieval Christmas usages from the eleventh to the 
sixteenth century being the same all over western 


Europe Matins have just ended with the ‘Te 


and there is a movement of expectation in 
the church and a rustling of feet, for before the cel 
ebration of mass we are to 
Office of the Shepherds. 


Deum,” 


assist at the dramatic 
Behind and above the altar 
is placed the manger or creche, and beside it an imag 
of Saint Mary. 


least their 








Five canons of the first rank, or at 
vicars, Wearing the sacerdotal tunic, and 


, represent the shepherds, and form a group in the 
transept in front of the entrance to the choir. 


over it the amice, or linen 


COW lh 


The shephe rds carry crooks, and hay e 
with them real sheep and dogs, and attendants with musical instruments and rustic 
offerings of fruit. 


We may imagine how picturesque and impressive this Office of the 
Shepherds must have been in some Lombardian church where the architecture lent 
itself to effective pantomime. 


VoL. LXXVIII.—No 


We may figure to ourselves the shepherds, feigning 
163.—5 
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some to sleep and some 
to watch their flocks, 
when suddenly in the 
stillness of the chureh, 
all richly decorated 
with tapestry, dra 
pery, garlands of ev- 
ergreens, and with a profu 
sion of candles,a boy dressed 








as an angel mounts, artless- 
ly with the aid of a ladder, 
the wall beside the ambon, 
or small pulpit, and there, 
after the musicians have 
sounded a long and piercing 
trumpet blast, the angel in 
tones in Latin these verses 
from St. Luke: ** Fear not: 
for, behold, I bring you good 
tidings of great joy, which 
shall be to all people. For 
unto you is born this day in 
the city of David a Saviour, 
which is Christ the Lord. 
And this shall be a sign 
unto you: Ye shiall find the 

babe wrapped in swaddling 

clothes, lying in a manger.” 

Thereupon a number of sing 

ing boys, posted in the gal 
CHILDREN AS ANGELS SINGING IN THE CLERE STORY. leries in the clere-story of the 











A CHRISTMAS MYSTERY 


thedral aux votites del eglise, SAVS Aan 


id Rouen manuscript—and representing 


ie “multitude of the heavenly host 
to sing, ‘Glory to God in the high 
and on earth peace, good will toward 


en And 


ld manusceripts, and from the 


from the indications of the 
judgments 

competent ¢ 
that 


Oothee 


ritics, We May conciude 


the music which accompanied this 


Was very grand and simple lor the 


. + ] ] } 
pialh Song’ Was 8 ipplemented DV Special 
melodies, and the music of br and of 
stringed instruments wasemployed besides 


ass 


that of the organ. 
Meanwhile the shepherds enter by the 
creat gate of the choir, and advance slow 
toward the altarand the manger, chant 
ng a rhymed Latin hymn, ** ter 
Arrived at the manger, they are 


met by two priests of the first rank, wear 


Pax in 


ris 


ing the long white dalmatica and heuring 


two midwives, who ask them, ** Quem 


quieritis in praesepe, pastores dicite ?” (Say, 
shepherds, whom seek ye in the manger ¢) 
And the shepherds reply, “*Salvatorem, 
Christum Dominum.” We seek the Sa 
viour, Christ the Lord, the babe wrapped 
in swaddline clothes, according to the 
angel's words Thereupon the two 
priests figuring midwives draw a curtain 
and show the child Jesus to the she pherds, 
and bid them announce the Nativity to 
the people. The shepherds kneel Ih adora 
tion, and salute the Virgin with 


Latin hymn. 


a rhymed 
After which the Vy return 
processionally through the choir, singing 
‘Alleluia! Alleluia! sing all his coming, 
and say W ith the prophet, Unto us a child 
is born.” 


These words form the Introit 


of the Christmas mass, which begins imme 
diately, the shepherd-priests directing the 


choir—pastores regunt chorum, says the 


Rouen manuscript—and reading the les 
sons from the lectern. 
This detail is interesting because it 


shows that the bond which united the 
above and similar dramas to the liturgy 
the personages of 


drama remained in view, and 


was so close that the 


ven in ac 
tion, during the course of divine service. 
It was, as it 


were. an Office of the Shep 
herds 


intercalated in the usual Office of 
But think how 
impious to introduce these mummeries 


Christmas. some may 


into the very sanctuary, and to set up the 
scenery of a stage play behind the high 
altar. Let us not judge too harshly, but 
having reconstituted the material aspect 


of a liturgical drama, let us endeavor to 


realiZe ne spirit 1 Vlhich out a i 
ancestors Witnessed such spectacles 
Nowadays we are accustomed to con 


sider a chureh sunply as a 


se « 
pravet according to the terms of tlhe 
gospel But there was a time when the 
chureh was not only a house of prayen 


but also the principal and almost the only 


lectual and moral life \s 
historian Michelet 


centre of 


Lil 


intel 


Has put it 


church was then 


ple. The 


hut, to which man returned at night w: 


the 


domicile Ot tty peo 


house, the 


dwelling 


Only A momentary sheiter Ln plain 


truth, there was only one house, and that 


It w 


word that the chureh possessed the right 


was the house of God as nota vain 


of asylum; it was then the universal 


asvilum; social life had taken refuge there 


entirely.” In the times of 
the twelfth 
the poetic phrase of 
an old chronicler, Raoul Glaber, it seem 
ed 
the rags of antiquity to put on the white 
robe of the church,” and that white 


which we are 
speaking, about century of 
our era, to employ 


‘as if the whole world had shaken off 


robe 
took the splendid form of the cathedrals 
of Reims, Rouen, 


W hose 


Cologne, 


Salisbury 
edifices storied walls expounded 
with all the charm and sincerity of prim 
itive art the history of the Fall and of 
the Redemption of man, the lives of the 
saints, the images and actions of heroes 


The religion which presided over the con 


struction of these edifices had the preten 
sion not only of guiding man to 


vation 


his sal 
in the world to come, but also of 
penetrating his whole nature in this 
sent 


pre 
world, of enlightening his mind, of 
comforting his soul, and of charming his 
eyes Hence the arts of sculpture, of 
painting, and of music became tributary 
to the church, and helped to enrich the 
exterior and public forms of worship, or, 
And, in or 
further to fascinate and 
the worshipper, the delicate 


in other words, the liturgy. 


der still charm 


and poetic 
symbolism of the liturgy was material 
ized: the frescoes and bass-reliefs on 


I the 
cathedral 


the 
elements of the church 
ceremonial were developed in the form of 


walls were animated, and 
latent dramatic 


naive dramatic representations, such as 
the Shepherds, the Adoration of the Magi, 
the Massacre of the Innocents, the Resur- 
rection, and other similar pieces, which 
were enacted in churches and monaster- 
les, especially during the feasts of Christ 
mas and Easter. 
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\s the victory of Christianity became 
more complete, and the wealth and intlu 


ence of the church more extended, the ser 


Vice ot the church grew more poripous, 


and the dramatic element more considera 


At first this dramatic element takes 


the form of a simple trope interpolated in 


the liturgy, the words in Latin being bor 
ire or from the canoni 
the lit 


urgical drama short pieces of verse are in 


rowed from Seript 
cal tradition In the next phase of 
Then grad 
the 
the purely litur 


tercalated in the sacred prose 
the 
diminishes in quantity, 


ually verse gains ground, prose 


gical elements disappear, and refrains and 


catch lines in the vulgar tongue are in 


troduced Finally the liturgical drama, 
in France at least, develops into a com 
position of very complicated and varied 
half 
Provencal 


versification, written Latin and 


French or 


in 
half in Thus we 
see that in western Kurope, as in ancient 
Greece, the stage was born of the ceremo 
nies of public worship; and far from pro 
scribing the theatre, religion may be said 
not only to have adopted it, to 


but even 


have created it; for the liturgical drama 
is the precursor of the Mystery play, and 
the 


OuUus 


Mystery is the first form of the seri 


national stage in England, France, 


Italy, Spain, and Germany 


Let us now repair in faney to the good 


town of Rouen, in the year 1473, we will 
say Seven citizens of high degree have 
met in the house of one of their number, 
a canon perhaps of the cathedral, or, at 
any rate, a great clerk, doctor in one of 
the universities of the kingdom, and a 
most religious and learned person, cele 
brated in the city and the whole sur 


rounding country for his literary labors 


both in the Latin and in the vulgar 
tougue The object of the meeting is 
most grave It is nearly twenty years 
since the inhabitants of the city have 


been editied and rejoiced by the represen 
Li 


tion of a Mvste ry play The souvenir 


of the last triumphant and magnificent 
spectacle of the Nativity given on the 
market-place is waxing feeble in the 
minds of the people, and it might be de 
sirable to stir up their devotion by a new 


representation The times are peaceful, 


the city is rich, the municipal finances 


are in a good state Perhaps a humble 


and pathetic petition to the sheriffs might 
enable them to obtain not only the neces 


sary authorization, but also a subvention 


MONTHLY 
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of mone \ The chapter of the eathedral 
too, and that of Saint Maclou, cannot re 
fuse to contribute with purse and person 
to the success of a work so useful to relj 
fion Several citizens have also prom 
ised to help with money and drapery 


and some of the old costumes and scenery 


still exist Thereupon these citizens of 
high degree bind themselves to pursue 


their project in spite of all obstacles, and 
the learned, eloquent, and scientific doe 
tor agrees to furnish the text of a Mys 
tery, ol 


in short, a Mystery that can be played 


Sav some ten thousand verses— 
comfortably in two days.* 

The sheriffs, after 
upon the have 
taken the initiative in this pious work, 
deliberate, the 


handsome 


waited 
who 


having been 


by seven citizens 


and decide to grant 


demanded, vote a 


au 
thorization 


sen 


Mvs 


because the 


instance of a French 


Engli 


ise en scene Was evidently more elaborate and more 


te in preference to an sh one 








curious, and also because researches made during 
the past thirty years in French provincial archives 
have brought to light many new documents which 
enable us to concelve with Considerable certitude 
of the medieval theatre and the mannet 
1 Mystery was mounted. For that 
historv of the Mvsterv plavs of Coven 





and Cambridge 


mn, Cornwall, 
re has been fully treated by many distinguished 
easily accessible 

mediwval Mystery 
vland and in France, 


works are 
we av sav that the 


only in France the stage, although temporary, was 
fixed, w is in England, where the performance 
or tl Mvst es seems to have been the mor opoly 
of trade companies and guilds, who plaved reguilat 





lv every year, especially on Corpus Christi Day, the 
Stave is movable, as Is described In an Old ac 
count of the Chester plays; that is to say, “every 
company had his pagiant, a high seafold with 2 
rowmes, a higher and a lower, upon 4 wheeles In 
the iower thev apparelied themselves, and in thie 
higher rowme they plaved, beinge all upon the top, 

ill behoulders might heare and see them.” 

pag hts « scaffolds were wheeled from 
st to s I he better advantage of specta 
tors, and the subject of the plays was the story of 


New Testaments * composed into old 
rhe texts 


tion ol 


vhich I have consulted in the prepara 
but 
I must especially recognize obligations to M. Marius 
iM. Petit de The latter author, 
in his erudite vol the mediaeval stage, has 


this essay are too numerous to be cited, 


Sepet ai Julleville 


mes 


on 
pu lished Lhi¢ essence of almost every 
d red which throws anv | 
French Mysteries gut my 
Lue Olivier Me 


document 





hitherto discove rht on the 
is to M. 


know ledge ol 





heaviest 


son, whose profound 
the costumes, usages, life, and spirit of the epoch 
has enabled him to reconstitute in the illustration 


epresentation of a Mystery in its 
most minute details. M. Merson might justly add 
to his name the proud medieval title of docteur és 


drames sacres 


Of this article a 





me | 
. } 


aie 
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HEROD PLAYING WITH HIS 


subsidy from the municipal funds, and 
appoint a of to 
far as concerns the financial and 
police departments, in concert with the 
citizens who have 


number commissioners 


act, so 


conceived the scheme. 
The chapter of the cathedral and that of 
Saint Maclou have both responded warm- 
ly to the appeal of 
vied 


the committee, and 
in gifts of 
and loans of albs, stoles, dalmati 


have with each other 
money, 
eas, and copes; while the most learned of 
the canons of both chapters have prom 
ised to play the roles of God the Father, 
the Saviour, the Virgin Mary, the twelve 
apostles, the prophets, the Sibvl, Saint 


John, Herod, and others of considerable 
Meanwhile the learned doe 
at in the initial 


letter of this essay, has made great prog 


Importance. 
tor, whom we see work 
ress with his piece, which is an ingenious 
compilation of the works of his predeces 
sors, adorned with a few new rhymes and 
a few favorite quotations from Aristotle 
and the Venerable Bede; and all things 
being thus far satisfactory, the initiatory 
committee to a public ery 
and the coming Sunday, 


decide have 


monstre on 
and separate, after having appointed the 


learned doctor meneur du jeu, or master 


SCEPTRE.—| SEI 


of the ceremonies, and having nominated 
its members ** 

The was a 
the appointed day we 


superintendents.” 
monstre great event. On 
may be sure that 
the streets swarmed with people, and that 
the crowd was particularly thick in front 
of the town-hall, whence the cortége was 
to At eight in the morning the 
gates were thrown wide open, and there 
rode forth on prancing horses first of all 
six trumpeters, who flourished valiantly 
upon their trumpets, from 
which hung silken banderolles emblazon- 
ed with the arms of the town. Then fol 
lowed the ordinary town trumpeter and 
his coadjutor the town crier, commodious 
ly mounted on appropriate steeds, and 
after them a group of mounted sergeants 
and archers, wearing the livery both of 
the king and of the municipality, whose 
duty it was to preserve order, and to pre 
vent the crowd from’ breaking in upon 
Next 
on fine horses, two her 
in black velvet, with satin 
sleeves of gray, yellow, and blue, and their 
dut¥ was to make the “‘ ery,” or proclama- 
tion. 


issue, 


long brass 


the go« nly order of the pre cession. 
came, mounted 


alds, dressed 


Behind them, on their mules, two 
by two, gravely rode those canons of the 
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WITH HIS SON, A PAGE, 


ONE OF THE MAGI, 


ASPAR, 
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cathedral and of Maclou who had 


and after them, 


Saint 


accepted roles in the play 


on horses richly caparisoned, rode the 
learned doctor, meneur du Je u, author of 
the Mystery In his hand he carried the 
roll of his precious manuscript, and his 
Visage was radiant with the pride of au 
thorship. Ata short distance he was fol 
lowed by his two lieutenants, and by the 
superintendents, clad in black velvet doub 
lets and crimson coats, and mounted on 
horses richly harnessed The cortege was 
closed by a number of notable citizens and 
people of the 


town, all well mounted, ac 


At 


each crossing the procession halted, and 


cording to their estate and capacity 


two of the superintendents rode up to the 
ordinary town trumpeter and his coadju 
tor the town cerier; the six trumpeters 
thereupon sounded three times, and after 
the usual exhortations in the name of the 
king and the mayor, the proclamation 
was delivered in pompous and detestable 
verse, after which a simpler and more in 
telligible announcement was made in yvul- 
gar prose, to the effect that a Mystery was 
to be represented, and that those who wish- 
ed to act in the said Mystery were to come 
} 


on such and such a day to the church of 


Saint Maclou, where, in the hall of the 
chapter, they would find commissioners 
deputed to hear the voices of all candi 


dates (rod save the king! 


The parts were distributed without fur 
ther difficulty than attended the selection 
of those candidates whose yoices were 
strongest and whose pronunciation was 
clearest, 


for as the performance was to 


take place in the open air, it was neces 
sary that the actors should have far-reach 
ing voices in order to make themselves 
heard by the thousands of spectators who 


were naturally expected. 


As for the actors, we have seen that 
the leading roles were undertaken by the 
clergy, and the rest were accepted by 


members even of the richer bourgeoisie, 
but especially by members of the minor 
bourgeoisie and of the artisan class, which 
latter supplied the actors for the secondary 


and mute roles All the feminine parts 


were of course filled by men, according to 
the usage, and great care was shown by 
the superintendent in picking out youths 
with 


that 


voices It is 


solt curious to note 
obtained 
ishing success in such roles. 

All the documents having been duly 


signed, and the two or three hundred act 


young men often aston 


ors necessary for the performance of the 
learned doctor's Mystery having been en 
rolled, the the hall 
the cloisters obligingly lent by 
those excellent canons of Saint Maclou 


rehearsals began in 
and in 


and at the same time the costumes, scen 
ery, and accessories were made, or, where 
possible, the old accessories were furbish 
ed up and the old costumes repaired. 

It was decided that the representation 
should begin on December 24th, and that 
eight days before there should be made a 
second monstre by all the actors in full 
costume, in order to warn the public 
And so the last touches were given to the 
accessories by the scene-painters, the cos 
tumes were tried on, the old palm-trees 
were freshened up, labels were posted to 
mark the sites Bethlehem and Naza 
reth, and Herod, while amusing himself 
with his new sceptre, was obliged to en 
dure the counsels of that tiresome though 
learned doctor, who thought only of his 
text, and cared little about the splendor of 
Poor Herod! 

However, on the appointed day the 
trumpeter and the crier rode through the 
streets, and summoned all who had parts 
to play in the My stery to assemble at the 
hour of noon in the cloister of Saint Mae 
lou, each one in the costume of his role 
After which the players met at 
the said place, where they were set in or 
der, one after the other, all clad, acecou 


of 


Herod's costume. 


“ery” 


tred, armed, appointed, and mounted so 
very well that better impossible 
And so great and triumphant was the pro 
cession that when God and His angels, who 


were 


closed the cortége, issued from the clois- 
ter, Satan and his devils. who headed the 
parade, had already reached the cathedral 
Close, which is no small distance away. 
And so the cortege traversed the town in 
all directions, amidst the acclamations of 
the crowd, which gazed with astonishment 
on the fine trappings and splendid cos- 
tumes; for, in despite of historic and 
dramatic truth, even those who played 
the parts of beggars and valets in the 
Mystery were dressed sumptuously and 
magnilicently. local 
of exactitude 
were then unknown, both in scenery and 


Considerations of 


color and 


archeological 
in costume, and in this grand parade we 
must figure that God was 
dressed in the paraphernalia of a pope, 
and the Magi in the richest costumes that 
the wardrobes of the churches and the 


to ourselves 


armories of the town could offer: while 











ON.—[SEE PAGE 68.] 
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the shepherds of Bethlehem wore doublets 


and slashed sleeves of the most approved 


hiiteenth century cut 

In our illustration (page 65) will be 
seen one of those three kings of the 
Kast— Melchior, Caspar, and Balthazar 


Oo came to see the infant Jesus and to 


offer Him gifts. This is Caspar, imper 
sonated by a wealthy merchant prince 
of Rouen, who is attended by his son 
dressed as a page Caspar is clad in 
armor, over which he wears a magnilfi 


cent dalmatica lent by the chapter of 


the cathedral; around his waist is tied a 


Orient scarf, which, together with 


rich 


the 
Lile 


scimitar, is spoil brought home by 


some crusader; although his armor and 


spurs denote a horseman, he carries, for 


decorative the round buekler 


rondache 


are chains and jewels, the gala 


purposes 


or of the foot-soldier: around 


his Neen 


ornaments of his wife; over his hat is 


placed a spiked crown and a turban laced 


with strings of pearls; in one hand he 
earries a golden censer borrowed from 
the treasury of Saint Maclou, and with 


the other he grasps a fantastical sceptre, 
whose Gothie design is intermingled with 
His little 
son, Who stands in front of the family 


souvenirs of imperial Rome. 


greyhound, and holds on his fist a hood 
ed hawk, and on his left shoulder his mo 
ther’s pet monkey, is worthy of our at 
tention as being the very pink and mir 
of tifteenth The 


fantastical in his costume is 


ror century fashion. 
detail 


the turban, studded with big stones, which 


only 


is wound round his felt hat, with a view 
to giving him an Eastern air. The rest of 
his velvet coat, his fur-trimmed 
mantle of stout silk brocaded with pome 


his dress 
rranates, his hose, and his one long boot 
of doeskin—all this is the height of chie. 

The shepherd whose image is here de 
picted, like King Caspar, has been decked 
out in superfine clothing, high-life shoes, 
dalmatica of 
a fur-lined cape, a wallet 
trimmed with fur, and a felt cap starred 


soft doeskin hose, a rich 


rrocaded silk, 
with a big jewel; while on his fingers he 
all of them 
doubtless lent by the treasury of the ca 
thedral 
ers of ribbon and a branch of holly, and 


wears rings in 


profusion 
His crook is adorned with stream- 


Druidieal mistletoe has been honored 
But who 


Lhe 
with a place on the bagpipes. 
is that little maiden so quaintly dressed, 
ewe with gar- 


f This is Mad- 


who 1S arraying a patient 


lands of Christmas roses 
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lit 
bit 


elon, the 
has been prettily told by a modern French 


tle shepherdess, whose history 


poet, Emile Blémont. Madelon cam« 
with the shepherds to adore the infant 


Jesus, but being poor, she had no present 
to offer, and so she stood back behind thx 
shepherds and the Magi and wept and 
And the 
down from heaven and said to Madelon 


prayed. angel Gabriel cam« 
‘Little shepherdess, why do you weep 
And Madelon 


answered, with quavering voice: ‘' Alas 
I have no present to offer to the infant 


and why do you pray?” 


Jesus. If I could only give Him some 
roses. He has not a single flower. But 
it is freezing, and spring is far away. 


] 


Good angel, 
And Gabriel took Madelon by the hand 
and led her out; and when they were out 


woe is me!” 


side a golden light seemed to float around 
Then the frozen 
earth with his rod, and behold the ground 


them Gabriel struck 
was covered with fresh flowers, of which 
Madelon cathered a posy and rave to the 


infant Jesus. In memory of this miracu 
lous origin of the Christmas rose, Madelon 
with fresh garlands, 
out with 


cades and jewelled kirtles, and her head 


IS decking her ewe 
and she herself is tricked bro 
dress is compe sed of a tall peaked hennin, 
the very height of the fashion, and of a 
starched muslin veil, which happily shel 
ters her lovers from the too vehement ar- 
dor of her beauteous eyes. How artlessly 
and sincerely these good shepherds must 
have played their parts, and how quaint 
the effect when they 
approached the manger, Primus Pastor 
playing the pipes, while Secundus and 
Tertius Pastor sang, as in one of the Cov- 
entry pageants: 


must have been 


* Poune from heaven, from heaven so hie, 


Of angels there came a great companie. 
With mirthe and joy and great solemnitye 
They Ssange, terly, terlow ; 


So mereli the sheppards ther pipes can blow! 


As for little Madelon, she would doubt 
less join her voice to those of the women 
who sang a lullaby-lament in this strain: 
la, thow littel tine child; 
illy, lullay, thow littell tyne child; 

By, by, lully, lullay. 
we do 


* Lully, lal 
lt 


By, by, 


O sisters too! how 


may 


For to preserve this day 

This pore yongling, for whom we do singe 
By, by, lully, lullay. 

‘Herod, the King, in his raging, 


Chargéd he hath this day 
His men of might, in his owne sight, 
All vonge children to slay. 
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ILLUMINATIONS IN THE 





The day after the final parade the seaf 
folds were taken possession of by the : 
ors and the stage-managers, and by the 
citizens who had undertaken to fit out the 
stage with hangings and furniture. The 
mayor caused to be published such police 
measures as he judged necessary in the 
circumstances; notably, he prohibited the 
exercise of all mechanic trades during the 
two days of the play, and ordered that all 
shops should be closed, except those of the 
sellers of food and drink, who were re 
quested to set up temporary counters on 
the market-place for the convenience of 
the spectators, both during and after the 
representation. And in order to enable 
people to go to see the Mystery without 
fear for their property, the mayor an- 
nounced that during the hours of the rep- 
resentation of the Mystery the gates of the 
city would be closed, armed patrols of 
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SCENE 


IN THE MYSTERY 


archers would parade the 
the empty 


thieves, and two watchers 


streets to watch 
the 
would be posted 


over houses and catch 


on the tower of the belfry The crier also 
published the desire of the mayor and of 
the sheriffs that on the eve and during the 
three days of the representation citizens 
would hang lanterns on their houses in 
sign of rejoicing, and also in order to 
light up the streets for the greater con 
venience of the multitude of visitors who 
were expected from the neighboring towns 
and villages Finally the bishop caused 
to be announced in all the churches of the 
the 
would be changed during the two days of 
the representation, in order that the faith 
ful might be deprived neither of their ac 


diocese that hours of divine service 


customed prayers nor of the edifying spee 
tacle of this Mystery of the ‘t Incarnacion 
et Nativité de nostre saulveur et redemp 
teur Jesuchrist.” 

“At last, we will suppose, the great day 
has come, 10 18 between seven and eight 
in the morning, and there is an immense 
crowd in the New Market-place when the 
seventy-eight leading actors, and the hun 
dred and fifty figurants—angels and dey 
ils preceded by the learned doctor, and 
accompanied by the music of trumpets, 
clarions, drums, organs, harps, and other 
their 
procession, and take up their position on 
the stage 


instruments, make appearance in 


PLAY—THE 





ARRIVAL AT BETHLEHEM, 


But first of all, in order that we may 
better comprehend and follow the per 
formance of this famous Mystery, let us 
examine the construction of the theatre, 
and the sitting and other accommodation 
The New 
Market-place formed a vast quadrilateral, 


provided for the spectators. 


from the sides of which radiated the quaint 
Along 


side were erected the esta 


and narrow streets of old Rouen. 
the northern 
blies, or stage, or *‘ skafhold,” as it is called 
in English Mysteries; and along the south 
ern side, facing the stage, stand other seaf 
folds, or ** pentes,” forming an amphithe 
atre, and surmounted by a row of private 
boxes On these pentes were the reserved 
seats, and in the centre was a richly dee 
orated box, emblazoned with the arms of 
the town, and adorned with a canopy of 
gold and purple, beneath which sat the 
mayor, the sheriffs, the bishop, and the 
deans and the canons of the chapters of 
the cathedral and of St. Maclou. Thecom 
mon people, who were not rich enough 
to pay for reserved seats, swarmed in the 
intermediate space between the tribunes 
and the fence which enclosed the northern 
side of the market-place reserved for the 
stage and the actors; and in order that the 
public might sit down at ease, all this in 
termediate space was strewn with straw. 
Finally, every window in the market-place 
and in the neighboring streets, every ga- 


ble, and every cozy vantage-point near a 
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varm chimney, was of course occupied, 
ind from this crowd of spectators, which 
imbered some sixteen thousand people, 
ere rose a terrible clamor and murmur 
and only those who were near the 


tage could hear the supplication of the 
earned doctor, shouting in his prologue 


The stage may be figured as an immense 
floor, sloping slightly, like a modern stage, 
ind about one hundred feet square, thus 


presenting a superticies of ten thousand 


square feet. This space comprises two 
distinet parts—the ** mansions,” ** lieux,” 
sieges,” or loves,” and the stage prop 


er, or parloir, or, in other words, the open 
These 


figured the edifices or towns 


space in front of the ** mansions.” 

mansions” 
where the action successively took place, 
for in a Mystery play all the scenery was 
set when the public arrived, and remained, 
together with the actors, simultaneo isly 
ind uninterruptedly visible until 
of the 


ve play a piece in five or six acts, the seen 


the end 
performance Nowadays, when 
ery is changed five or six times, but suc- 
the different 
scenes or places however numerous, were 


cessively In a Mystery 
set and disposed in advance all 


and 


to speak, 


together 
The stage 


materialization of those 


at the same time 
the 


fresce eS, pict es 


Was, SO 
med 
eval and. bass-reliefs 
vhere we see represented in the different 
planes of the same expanse the different 
phases of the life of a man, or the differ 
ent incidents of some event, which, though 


happening successively, are grouped in 
sucha manner that the spectator embraces 
them all at a glance The stage 
the 


ranged in a similar manner; the scenery 


on which 
Mysteries were performed was ar 
Was permanent and the 


action mobile. 


Twenty times in a single day’s perform 
ance the action changed place 
to the 
where it was supposed to happen 


and passed 
successivel y ditferent localities 
The 
problem of having so many scenes set si 
multaneously on a single stage rise to 
the hypothesis that the stage of the Mystery 
plays was several stories high, and that 
it resembled a tall house from which the 


front had been removed 


rave 
Cave 


The absurdity 
of this hy pothesis has been demonstrated 
recently by M. Paulin Paris, and from the 
ingenious conjectures of this savant, and 
from the examination of documents—not 
only written documents, but especially 


71 


tapestries, pictures, miniatures, sculptures 
in ivory, and even iron-work—we can now 


explain the general construction of the 


medieval stage with considerable certi 
tude 
We may imagine that the ‘t mansions” 


were disposed as follows 


in the centre 
Paradise, and then, beginning at the west 
end of the stage, Nazareth, with the house 


of the parents of Our Lady and the ora 
tory where the Virgin says her prayers 
By the side of Nazareth, separated by a 
Bethle 
hem, and the inn, bearing the name and 
the Fleur-de-Lis, 
come to bee hospitality 
Lady, and doff his cap 


distance of a few feet only was 


sign of where Joseph 
Our 
to 
appear at 


will for 
respectfully 
the surlv innkeeper, who will 


the window, lantern in to indicate 


hand 
that the time is supposed to be night, 
illustration M 


this episode oO 


In 


our Merson has depicted 


the play with charming 


naiveté, and shown us also the ubiqui 


tous doctor standing with his manuseript 


unrolled, ready to prompt the various 
actors The doctor might or might not 
be visible to the public; he would in all 
probability be masked by the next ‘t man 


sion,” which represented the stable and 


the manger, near which were placed an 
ox and an ass, ingeniously contrived with 


mechanism to allow them to kneel before 


the infant Jesus at the given moment 
Next to the stable were ‘* mansions” rep 
resenting the receipt of customs, the field 


the shepherds guard their flocks 
make believe to play 


where 
and upon pipes 
Then followed Jerusalem with the Tem 

Herod's the golden gate, 
the houses of Simeon, Jose ph of Arima 


pie, palace, 


Lhea, Nicodemus, Zacchiwus, ec. : and be 


\ pollo, 


where a pagan DISHOD Was seen adoring 


youd was Rome, the Temple of 


idols, the home of the Sibyl, the lodging 
of the princes of the synagogue, the cham 
ber of the Roman emperor and his throne, 
and finally the Capitol. Next came Hell, 


in the guise of an immense mouth open 


ing and closing with a curtain as need 
required, and the limbo of the fathers in 
the form of a square tower with iron 
gratings. In all, the scenery of this 


My stery comprised some thirty different 


places, disseminated over four towns, 
namely, Nazareth, Je I usalem, Bethlehem, 
and Rome. 


Now it 


stage 


must not be supposed that the 


large structure. A 
wall and a gate and a few gables sufliced 


towh Was a 
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to indicate Nazareth; the Temple was 
figured by a pavilion surrounded by a 
balustrade, and containing the altar 
and the ark of the covenant, in the 
shape of a reliquary lent by the chapter 


} 
+ 
I 


of the cathedral; Herod’s palace was 
likewise a pavilion, such as we see in 
primitive German and Flemish pic 
tures, raised a few steps from the 
eround, and showing through large 
open windows, upon a dais, the throne 
where Herod sat crowned and scep 
tred, Beside Herod Was his son Anti 
pater, and at his feet were his guards, 
clad in armor, helmeted, and bris 
tline with long lances and formidable 
swords; the oratory of the Virgin was 
provided with stoles and cushions, and 
before it, as before most of the ‘‘ man 
sions,” were hung curtains, and only 
when the action required would these 
curtains be drawn, and the ‘* mansions” 
‘**sodeynly unclose,” 
as the English texts 
say. <All the man 
sions were very fair 
to see, gayly paint 
ed, richly furnished, 
and draped by the 
munificence and dil 
igence of notable cit 
izens, and in front of 
them, running the 
whole length of the 
stage, was a good free 
space or promenade, 
which is called the 
parloir. 

Of Paradise and of 
Hell we must speak 
more at length, for 
a fine Paradise was 
the triumph of the 
fifteenth - century 
stage carpenter, and 
the Paradise of this 
present Mystery was 
very finely disposed 
in a grand pavil 
ion two stories high 
and dominating the 
whole stage; the up 
per floor was open 
to the sky, and in 
the middle was a 
golden throne sur- 
rounded by golden 
rays, in which God 
sat, an attentive and 


THE SCENES 
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permanent spectator of the play. 
feet were Peace and Mercy on the right, 


At his 


ind Justice and Truth on the 
figure allegerically arrayed. And God, 
the tallest of 
the eanons of Saint Maclou, was dressed 


left, each 


who was impersonated by 


ike a pope; on his head was a tiara, in 
his right hand he held a seeptre, and in 
his left the globe surmounted by the cross, 
symbol of the universe. Around and be 
hind the throne were arranged semicireu 
larly in tiers, one above the other, nine 
orders of angels, clad in albs and stoles,* 
and with wings attached to their shoul 
ders; and behind the angels, and conceal 
ed by them from the public, were the or 
gan and the 
these angelic choirs were naturally charged 
with the musical parts of the performance. 
But as most of the angels were chosen for 
their beautiful from amongst the 
vouths and boys of the town, it happened 
that few of them had musical talent, and 
that was why the real players of instru 
ments and singers were hidden behind the 
scenes, while the beautiful angels were 
only to make believe (font maniere de 
jour r). 


musicians and singers, for 


faces 


As for Hell, it was figured by a square 


Itm 


s & wassliyng 


* Itm pavyd for waschyng y® angells albs 
pd for mendynge y® angells surplice 


iijd.— Cove ury Leet-Book 


battlemented tower, the entrance to which 
Was in the shape of a hideous and gyri 
macing dragon's head, provided internally 
with braziers and chimneys, so that fire 
and smoke might be the 
mouth, nostrils, eves, and ears. The inside 
of Hell was partly visible through lateral 


vomited from 


gratings, and the devils were constantly 
making a terrible noise with drums, trum 
pets, cannons, barrels full of stones, and 
The French Hell 
mouth was most hideous, and correspond 
ed exactly with the Hell mouth of the 
English Mysteries, as described in Sack 
ville’s Induction to the Mirrour for Ma 
gistrates : 


“An hi 


other noisy engines. 


hole all vaste, withouten shape, 
Of endlesse depth, orewhelm’d with ragged 
stone, 
With ougly mouth, and griesly iawes 


doth gape 


And to our sight 


confounds itself In one 


This time the Hell mouth was most ter 
rible, and our learned doctor had suggest 
ed many details, which the painter had 
most excellently carried out. The 
tumes of Lucifer and of his attendant 
devils had also been particularly attended 
to. Some were clad in skins of wolves, 
calves, and rams; 


COS 


some had sheep's heads 
the heads of oxen skilfully 
imitated by an ingenious artificer; while 
rouna their waists they wore belts hung 
with grelots and bells, and some carried 


and others 


black rods full of squibs, and others smoky 
firebrands; and both big devils and little 


devils were very active and nimble, and 
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fHE THUNDER 


many were said to be excellent tumblers 


and leapers, so that the interludes of dia 
bleries were expected impatiently by the 
public 

Indeed there is no exaggeration in say 
ing that for the grosser majority of the 
spectators the tricks and antics of Satan 
and his attendants formed the chief at 
traction of a Mystery 
themselves the noise and fun that went 
Hell behind the seenes 
appear to have been singularly fascinat 
ing What joy for the boys to blow up 
the 


, and for the actors 


on inside 


mouth 


charcoal tires for burning the piteh 
and brimstone, and to hold baskets of fire 
in the eve holes of the Hell head! » 


With 
what cvlee the devils bounded through the 
clouds of smoke that rolled forth from 


Hell mouth! 


Saint 


Even Lucifer himself, and 
Peter, must come to see the tiring 
of the wooden cannons bound round with 
iron rings, and so absorbed are they in 
this interesting spectacle that they pay no 
heed 


to the voice of the scientifie doctor, 


who is calling to them to hurry on to the 
stage their As for the 
thunder barrel, even the white angels 
come down to 


LO play parts. 


from Paradise hear the 
stones rattle inside it; and for some rea 


son or other the grown-up actors find the 
noisy vicinity of the thunder machine a 


Int eX] 


venses of the English Mysteries in the 
| Leet-Books, Hell mouth invariably figures. Thus 
in the Coventry books for the Drapers’ Pageant of 
Doomsday we read *1537. Itm paide for payvutvng 
and makvng new hell hede, xijd. 15388. Itun pavd 
for mendyng new hell hede, vjd 1565 p'd to Jhon 
Huyt for payntyng of hell mowthe, xvjd. 1567, p’d 
for makyng hell meuth and cloth for hyt,iiijs. Itm 
payd for kepyng of fyer at hell mothe, iiijd.” 


BARREL—BEHIND 
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THE SCENES 


convenient place for taking a drink and a 
bite 

Yet a word or two concerning the man 
agement of the 


Paradise ; 


stage. Dominating the 
on the level of the 
stage proper, and distributed over it, were 
the one end was Hell 
mouth and the pit of Hell, which rested on 
the pavement of the market-place, while 
the level of the stage was about eight feet 
above the vround, 


whole was 


‘mansions’: at 


Below the stage thus 
formed a vast room, where was installed 
the machinery for the traps, counterpoises, 
and other strange engines and “secrets,” 
as they were called; and behind the stage 
also were windlasses and counterpolses, 
for the stage carpenters of Rouen were 
very skilful, and not only did they make 
mechanical kneeling oxen and asses, but 
very curious voleries, or voulleryes, for as 
censions or tlying visits of angels; wheels 
secrétement faictes dessus un pivot c vis, 
for raising souls into Paradise; and many 
sorts of traps, called by metonymy ‘appa 
ritions,” and used for sudden appearances 
or disappearances, for the substitutions of 
persons, and for passing up the manikins 
to be tortured or beheading, as we often 
read in old account-books, Item un faux 
corps pour la decollation. As arule, the 
actors remained in view and en scéne, even 
when their rdles were interrupted or fin- 
ished, the principal characters abiding in 
their ‘‘mansions,” and the secondary 
characters grouped on each side of the 
stage in convenient places, and standing 
‘*pour honorer le jeu,” according to the 
directions of the learned 


doctor. Only 


those actors disappeared through the traps 
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\ yresence | too direct nter 
tere th aran sion Finally 
‘ wm a te ‘ / f ror placar eal 
un ( | ‘ N ure Ol 
B é a) ad to ite rive 
pa i ( Ll to « n the ver 
e! ray Ol thie i 
} 7 } ‘ > le 
‘ ! ‘ eu tL adocto ep TO? 
wd : wue. He bo 
esticulate unidst the roar of 
t ( ) ( het meard i i 
ood } f ou ) wfore t hie aoc y} 
eC’ ( ie and honey-moutned 
P 
rT i mo sel Ol n rs 
f ' ‘tations ym the Bible, Virgi 
) S 0 s, H ites, and 
Arist l ) nt S UISCOUrSE 
e ¢ ) ! Lie cet es I it are about to be 
! ) f. 4 i ‘ seful moral trom 
! i oO the drama, ex 
Ol ) to rtue ind ple wa 
i l { 1 it \ ( Maria Iie 
tur ) » hoids the role of 
| rf ial unit ul li i » iss 
u il nd rophesies in vers ind 
it 1) i Isaia Jeremiah, Eze 
c L Da the testimony of the 
1) ( st having remained the 
tradit ' nnil of the Mysteries 
ort t Nati \fter having finished 
) ( ea prophet is seized by 
t cal Ll off, and respectfully 
» i | o the Limbo « the Patri 
ure Kinall comes the Siby] yvhno steps 
pon t { ind prophesies the com 
ing’ « Son of Man and the last judg- 
ment, teste David cum Sibylla Next 
< eS ( i | noo Here \dam La 
men \ nd a scene in Heaven 
ere the four rtues, Truth, Justice 
Mer ind Peace, dispute with sueh vi 
over the lot of man that Peace at 
i ‘ ) rn >» be calm, tor Is not 
on to see such noise and storming 
rtues However. the redemp 
of mankind through the death of 
e Son of God is decided upon Ther 
po nn chorus ol iungels cele 
brate & approag ne salvation Of man 
1 choruses singu " erst Lhie ur oOo 
Which ti » rs Oo instruments re 
peated Lite Lnem in many compli 
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cated and beautiful variations being exe 


cuted by the tenor, the counter-tenor, and 
by duos, trios, and quartettes, alternating 
th the choruses and the instruments 
\ ( olin the trumpet Lie 
} irp. t ! yer ind Lie orgeal After 
s beautiful harmony the learned doc 
tor ile eur du jeu, coming Tor vard as 
proto e, announces the half-hour ex 
tr acte ra ner, begging that all w 
" 1 im the places, and eat and drink 
irtil \ le the minstrels pias 
\ tte dinner the learned doctor deliv 
ered Ont 1 vel hort ersihed sermon 
i thre M: sterv continued ith the An 
! c1atlo wd =the Visitation vhicen 
h the musical and other interludes 
‘ Lie St day s progra rie 
fhe second day of the Mystery begins 
thie rder of Augustus to numbe 
Lhe 1 ' ints oO His empire lich 
causes Jose to quit Nazareth and 0 to 


fol paste ir.’ comes upon the stave and 
Anathot, the 


rorms ail 


“pasteur hiavs 


sorts of ant 


ic tricks and plea 


sant inventions, and 


speaks Phan \ ro 
tesque histories and farces, to amuse the 
publi | e1 together with the other 


shepherds, they sing rustie sone's 


we se¢ Mary and Joseph enter thre stable. 
and Joseph ( <presses his sorrow to think 
that Ma ll have to give birth to the 


" 
paviour ih such a miuiserabie spot 


But 
Lie 


Virgin resignedly replies, ** It pleases 
(cod that it be so Il plait a Dis ugquain 
si se face ‘*Alas'” continues Joseph, 


where are those errand castles, those 
hue 
ly built \n God is here so 
poorly lodged.’ And Mary replies, ae 
face.’ 
‘Where are 


painted with 


towers with battlements, so pleasant 


1d the Son ol 


pl ata 


Diew GQuainsi se Then 


Joseph resumes those halls 
so iin Ors and 
that it 
Is a ; And 
Mary Il plait a Dieu qwainsi se face.” 


And to eact re 


aiverse C¢ 
paved Vilth tiles 


and so pleasant 


consolation to behold them 


rret of Joseph Who enu 


, . . 
merates the delights Of Chambers hung 


vith gold-embroidered tapestry, and of 
beds ric aec ced with rare furs Mary 
replies, with sweet resignation, ‘‘J/ plait 


a Die “a Gu atiust Se 


face 


Meanwhile Jesus is born: the angels 
salute him vith songs: his mother adores 
him; the idols fall down in the pagan 


temples,and Hell mouth opens to display 
the rage of the demons Lucifer asks 


Asmodeus news of the false 


gods, and 
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ea 
he fury of the devils is manifested by The re presentation ne ‘ thus 
re and brimstone, and a horrible din of happily concluded e find t per 
mnons, CuLlverlnes, and diabolical en formers descended Irom thei s tYolds 
rines And after that the angels come and, accompan ed by the mavor and s l 
nto the stable and adore Christ; the shep- iffs and other notabilities ‘ 
rerds and the Magi follow With their cifts bac k In SOLeMIN procession to the chureh 
d homage, and the Mystery ends at of Saint Maclou, where a‘ Salu ollo 
Rome with the sacrifice that Augustus, ed by the Te Deum, was sung to wk 
order of Lue Sibyl, of fe rs to an Image God for the s iccess Of his riudphar 
the Virgin Whereupon the doctor Mystery of the ** Incarnation and Natiy 
lelivers an edifying final sermon,and the ity,” the souvenir of which remained lone 
horus sings the Je Deum graven in the memory ot the inhabitants 


AN OUT-DOOR SKETCH 


BY GEORGE H. BOUGHTON 





[ITTING under the aro 
matie shadows of a 
clump of stunted 
pines that topped a 


" . 
rentie hill overlook 


¢ a curved valley 
that meandered about 
a mouldering medi 


wval town in Brittany 


for two enthusiastie art 
students rest not so 
very fresh—perlhaps, but 
not long away from the 
arid asphalt und the 
blinding ynite \ alls of 
the outer fringe of Paris 
We were trving to rest 
our veary eyes, seared 
and dazzled by blare and 
blaze of e@littering mo 
cle rnity, by lavil o the mi 
in this restful, moss 
crown well of ai tiquity 
Many stirring deeds of 
arms had surged round 
the grass-grown battle 
ments of tl distant 
town In days gone by. 
Steel-c 


ui Warriors, Tol 


lowing the dread pennon 


ot mighty Du Gues 
1 . , 

clin! mself, had pranced 
their armor-plated steeds 


along that dusty road 
Dark-evyed Anne of Brit 
tanv had watehed from 
‘ c yonder tower many a 


bloody fray to the bitter 








end about this nuous valle We do 


not e present at OT cou ( 
that those ires nding iO} 
1 "> I ! i il MiOderth i 
l i Lrousers al meal 
) ( ‘ ru I | \ orden LOry 
‘ ‘ rut Lh ana I t aio Cl 
ero ) I ol ne good old 
I \ ao rt re where the rive 
Tt ( Sliimmering as 
) t }) ( . em to se pa t 
| ) ) nemories Of thi oet 
\ 
{ 
(ry { 
\ } COMmMpahlon 
i ( s out of his pipe 
\ i tha i is go 0 ) 
\ l i | IS il ry oy 
t ) 1 i l iv to it 
lL don ho ) st ( ru l eads 
to LZ11 
Sa onit f Youare sucha 
n ! 1cal itford to b iZV ones 
l i Cs pee i ou i ub i Lie 
( ) oO oe It Sat Lime 
Besid hie i i ne ¢ ithered up 
his traps *L see a bit down by the corner 
oO the road it ) 0 cleam of hite 
and blue Aa ad raovial porting Liat looks 
like a bit of sh ( you go on with your 
aista Vit A 1 | i nm vou anon 
old chap, ano \nd he whistled him 
St ott ao lt il | 
L had ur { | mvself to work 
when there can ipon the scene, by eare 
ra ipproac lie mid wentle sidlings is ll 
lI were some 8s yird he did not wish to 
scare wway b Curious ellow-creature 
ha f peasant halt moulay town bred 


He began very politely indeed, in a 
soothing, apologetic sort of way, to point 
out the very obvious places of interest 
about the horizon’s edge, asking with 


much interest if | had seen them near by. 
I eave him but seant return for his pains, 
He wanted 


to be a guide and hanger-on, and I had a 


as | thought I saw his drift 


young and healthy horror of all such 7m 
pedime nta He was not easily put off, 
however, but adroitly plaved about the 


subject in a genial, general sort of way 


t 


that at last awoke a spark of interest. 


had sat down heavily from the first on 
his mild proposal to act as guide, making 


{ 


it understood tha any information he of 


fered was at his own risk He waved 
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away inv uilerior or selhsh motive on 


his own part and Gweit on the difficul 


ot getting about in Brittany and seeing 
the people and Breton ways without kyo 

ne thre Breton patois He eould take mie 
to places within a few miles that | would 


neve dre ithh © or find without some one 
to lead the way L shook my head wit 
slow ineredulity not wishing to be le 


mito any such iInenterpt sing Ways 


He took small heed; his eve was roam 
ne over th aim, und lating distance 
Pointing to the white, gleaming spec 
ifar, he sal pee! there 1s S Anne 
Chureh, and there is a holy well ther 
and the pilgrimages will begin in a few 
days Ile described how the people fron 
far and near came to this the sick, tie 
halt, and the blind especially Every 


; 


any bodily or mental or spirit 
wa attliction throneed there many drag 
ring themselves for miles on their hands 
and knees by way of penance; but this 
was done very early in the morning, anc 
one must be betimes to see it, and all th 
rest of it, with so much and really fetechine 

word painting” that I soon let mvyse 
be taken in the net, but only conditiona 
1\ He mentioned his terms, which he 
called his ** little gratifications,” and they 
were so miserably modest that I did not 
half like to take him at his own value 

When my light-hearted friend came 
back from his ruined shrine, there Was a 
moment of gloom about him on finding 
me in close converse with a somewhat 
unattractive stranger. 

This gloom glared out into solid good 
round English when I told him of what 
Il was thinkine of doing. ‘* Nonsens« 


bosh! rubbish! hampering ourselves with 
that unecanny-looking ruffian. Thank 
you—no!” And then he began to lead 
up to a certain point that I felt would 
soon divide us ye Why not leave this sad 
land of sad morose people and go toward 
the sunshine? or, if that is too hot, come 
to the eternal snows of the Alps, or to the 
vreen lanes of England.” He was al 
ways like that, my ponderous friend—for 
ever wanting to be at just the place he 


was not. It was not of the slightest use 
all our talk that moonlight night around 
those ghostly shadowed battlements. I 


could not ridicule him out of running 
away, and he could not jeer or joke me 
out of my fixed idea of staying on. 

Come,” he said, ** where the purples are 
like wine and not like slate; where the 

















‘aN ANXIOUS YOUNG MOTHER, WISTFUL AND SAD OF FACE, ROCKING A PALE YOUNG BABY.” 
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) ire gold and not a dirty drab: 
I ‘ I Ces ire il { a peacot k's tail 
t i ind not a carpet ol mouldy 
ot Come on 
You have sp vO enticement by 
( - ( or scheme I know it only 
too I must trv to « mquer mi) drabs 
l gravs; you go,and I'll meet vou by 
ind your old haunt—by the lake 
of Chromo.’ It was my light but oer 


spoken in jest that parted us 


joked him on his 


Phil u Lime | had 

, f -_ “a? P 
chromo-a c seale of color to ward off his 
itacks On my ravs We did not argue 
much a r tha He was not angry, or 


even vexed, as we parted that night he 


drew himself up to his full six feet three 


ind said, with a dramatie folding of his 
big arms, ** Cassio, I love thee, but never 
more be officer of mine 


In the morning he was not at his 


usual place. ‘* M’siew’ not down yet?” I 
isked of the landlady * Yes, yes; did 
m sieu’ not know down two hours ago to 
early breakfast, and otf by the first dili 
rence He left this note It ran, ** Par 
aon hasty resol ves—will write to explain 
when I get to Chromo Good-by. God 


bless vou'” 
I felt a little 


of the snap among the many links of our 


dazed at the suddenness 


old comrade ship lL covered mn Vse lf with 


blame and humiliation: the utter loneli 


ness of that decaying old town seemed to 


settie over me 1ike a pall of darkness 
The yellows and the drabs, the grays and 
the browns, I had so vaunted the simplici 
L\ 


one melancholy mud-color 


seemed indeed of 
I felt as if I] 
the 


and “reticence” of, 


would gladly have been dipped in 


rawest vats of Chromo-land to get back 
some chee ring tone into my saddened sur 
When, with an abashed and 
the 


morning 


roundings. 
air, ‘guiding star” 
the 
quired his services as pilot, I gave him a 
To begin with, I 
told him that my friend had gone away, 
lo This did 


in fact, he rather seemed 


hang-dog came 


round in to see if we re 


discouraging reception 


not return not seem to de 


press him a bit 


relieved He hinted that there was some 
thing like a natural want of sympathy be 
tween them, and that now all would be 
well It did not seem so very well, per 
h ips vhen I told him that I should not 
want him, for the present at least 

[ got together my sketching things, few 
and simple, in view of a long investiga 
ting tramp, all by myself —anywhere, 
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even along that interminable dull dusty 
hat 


I passed under the weedy gat 


high-road t seared its even way to Par 


is itsell 


way 


with thistles choking up lancet slits 


that let in the light, and let out the bow 


 -*. 2 : 
vood old feudal days 


men S arrows 1h the g 


There was no Anne of Brittany (or any 
of her maids) at the tower casements, but 
since it has been made useful as a jai 
only the melancholy prisoners peering 


between the bars Even the squadron of 
dragoons that. filed out with much hlare of 
b igle have ho halo now beyond the chok 
ist; the y are ho long r the plumed 


All 


and sordid, even myself, with a suit of 


ing d 
} 


knights of vesterday was modern 


checks and a white umbrella Just 


In 


the outer fringe of modern cottages that 


seemed to have been spilled over from the 
town |] the 


entrance of an arid forbidding courtway 


well-crowded peered down 


thanking my stars meanwhile that I had 


no mission there. I stopped for a mo 
ment to make certain about a familiar fig 
ure standing in a gloomy; unlovely door 
way. It was Jacky, at home, so to speak 
It seemed churlish to pass him by without 
a sign, especially as he took off his squash 
hat to I wandered up the arid 


baking court: he met me more than half 


of a me, 


way. ‘‘So here is where you live?” I 
said, 
‘* Mon Dieu! yes. It is poor enough; 


but there is plenty of fresh air, and we 


have a garden at the back. It is not so 
bad as many a better-looking house in 


town.” 

I entered at his invitation. The small, 
low, smoke-grimed room was parlor, din 
ing-room, kitchen, and nursery—mostly 
nursery, it seemed, as near as I could make 
lare of 


out. I was still blinking with the 


o 
the blazing sun fiercely beating on liberal 
lime-wash squandered on every side 
cept 


f 


of past and present smoke that helped to 


ex- 
inside. There was a pungent reek 
sun-dazed vision, and it 
made out of the 
bituminous gloom that I was in the pre 


1 1 
obscure the was 


some minutes before I 


sence of an anxious young mother, wistful 
and sad of face, rocking a pale young baby 
in as primitive and touching a cradle as 
ever I met with. Mothers and babies and 
cradles of all sorts and conditions had I] 


seen, and sketched too, in little ca 
never had I] 


mother’s nest before for any mite of hu 


my 


reer. but seen just such a 


manity, no matter how lowly or forlorn. 


Jacky saw me eying it with an oblique 


























THE BOY COUSIN AND THE BABY 
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ric © interest and amusement, and 
to explaim ith a tone half 

pr a mpolowe that he had build 
ead Triseé ill out of his own In 
1 p { ) the moment of ne 
cess e materials ere donations 
from Lrious Sympatl etic neighbors The 
gvrocer Ss WIlé uve Lie ObDIONgs packing 
cas na ie called my attention to its 
nap} hape and size He made light of 
th rious ibels, directions, and other 
decora ms, including in big stencilled 

etters) that ord of caution Fragile 
on one end of it It made it more 
amusing hie uid. The rockers wer 
made from a couple of old chair backs 
d ited by the cabinet-maker The can 
oO one ma use so fine a word was an 
irrangemen of old barrel hoops nailed at 
the hea th an old faded shawl grace 
fully iped over them I stood gazing 
at iis quaint bit of home contrivance 
ir more interest than I have given 
to many a carven and cilded eradle of 
some Dv-vonepr neeling in some museum. 


i . f . 
Che poor Lhe. 


could hardly interpret 


amusement over his handi 


mv sv Ol 

wo He did his best to explain and 
ipologize, never thinking that from my 
point of view it was a very ‘find” of 
inconscious picturesqueness. 

By this time the little room had come 
out of its thick shadows The window 
was close curtained to keep out the glare 
and the flies, as Jack explained Our 








vhispered voices were not so low as to 
prevent us from rousing the baby, and 
she began to dig her little pink fists into 
her little pink eves, and whimper out a 
feeble protest at the world in ceneral | 
said softly to the pale little mother that if 
rhe inted to let her sleep on I would sit 
down and sketch and never say a word. 
She gave a little approving nod, and the 
curtain was drawn a little aside for the 
light. and down I sat to my work, as if 
there had been no yesterday of poetry 
ind pleasant fellowship, of hair-breadth 
scapes and moonlight wanderings, of sad 
iwakenings on the morrow, of rushings 
oft! one cared not whither—to seek for 
gcetfulness Here, in no time at all, yes 
terda and the morrow were toned into 
th ackeround, and the foreground of 
our thoughts was oce ipied DY a fly tor 


mented baby in a packing - box cradle 


What babies we are, and what babies we 
pursue! 
The little one was soon sketched in, 
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in time, for she woke up and let 
Know that 
After a 
smal 
ti 
pie-trees but she must not be tempted 
fruit Mamma did 
¢ at all: in fact, she rather 


she was tired of the 
light 
l and sturdy boy cousin to 


business repast she was 


riven toa 


promenade out in the open under the ap 


with the forbidden 


not mind sittin 


invited t So the window was opened 


wide to the 


air and flies, and I must say 
the nobly. 


women of the peasant class take to posing 


she braved ordeal French 


as a duck to water— one is seldom re 
fused 
This little mother was not in the least 


pretty in the English or American sense, 
but she had a face full of deep feeling and 
fine character—a kind of face known in 
French studios as une belle laide She 


vas perhaps more ‘beautifully plain” 


than plainly beautiful There was far 


more beauty in the soft, sad, deep set eves, 


in the fine firm curves of the sensitive 
mouth, and the fine ‘‘set’” of the head 
upon the straight throat, than I could 


hope to do full justice to. 
The husband was looking on, mean 
while, with a beaming and 


expansive 
grin—a contented fatuous smile rippled 
across his face, as if to say the clouds of 
yesterday had been dispersed by this little 
burst of success. This was the surprise 
he had been leading up to, and now he 
was supremely happy. 


Now 


or a latent spirit of investigation would 


and again some kindly interest 


tempt the curious neighbors to uplift the 
latch, on some improvised er 
in at the 
unwonted 


clicking 
moment a 
A hasty 
Madame 


would soon dispel them about their 


rand, letting 
of 
expressive 


same 
stream sunshine. 
but 


Jacky 


gesture from 


business, and we in our silence could hear 


and smile at the busy ecackle of the 
5 Prys’ outside the door. Noon soon 
came, with what they call there the 


hour. Whatever one calls it, 


were all very hungry, and Jack was 


breakfast 
we 
sent off to the hotel with written message 
from me to the landlady to send me a 
good and substantial meal. 

He 
my wishes so fully carried out that the 
He 


had artfully impressed upon the suscep- 


soon returned’ from the hotel, with 
basket was a very good load for him. 
tible and gushing landlady—already de- 
pressed to softness by the sudden decamp- 
ment of my burly friend, whose appetite 
that I needed 


dream to her 


was still a 
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sustenance As | as recovering from 
an ness, My palate was fastidious, and 
must be tempted If the eold fowl and 
salad failed, there must be ilantine of 

i th ham to fa ben on some 
trifle of cream-cheese and strawberries 
too: an or wine, some good old sealed 
Burgundy, ould be my salvation per 
haps He « ickled ith delight as he 
prou it out these t nes he nodded and 
winked and distorted his every feature to 
express, entre nous, how he had_= got 
on the soft side of our good landlady 
Meanwhile the excitement in the court 
was running somewhat wild they were 
ill in the now painful uncertainty as to 
Whatita meant, and we were all agreed 
that 1 is better for them not to know 
more than was good for them. So the 
door was barred and the thin curtains 
drawn to ‘‘keep out the flies,” as Jack 
said l i. grin that meant the neigh- 
bors as well That littl square meal,” 
as they say in the West, was as cozy and 


sociable as if it had been planned for a 


week; perhaps more jouyv on account of 
1s impromptu nature There was no 
hitch anywhere, and the painfully 
scrubbed little pine table was had out 
and spread with a coarse but spotless 


linen cloth. The plates and knives and 


forks were very ‘‘harlequin,” but they 
served our simple turn The tempting 
meal for the one fastidious invalid was 


sufficient for three hungry people, and 


some over 
When the remnants of the feast were 
cleared away the door was set ajar, so 


that the rampant curiosity of the court 


might be appeased by seeing us smok 
ing our wooden pipes I soon took 
mine out under the apple-trees, and as 
the blue rings went up, I wondered 


Ps 


where 


the lost friend was speeding, and 


what he would say if he could look 
through the miles of Space and see the 
callous way I was mourning his ab 


is a curiously promiscuous sort 


of plantation to eall orchard 


an 
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It was 


rather a cabbage garden, a potato patch, 
1 bean field, and a parsley bed, with a 
te stragely limbed bullet-fruited apple 
trees standing about in the way These 
little plots belonged to the various occu 
pants of the court; there were no fences 
or hedges to mark the lines of ownership 
a fence would cost too much, and a 
hedge would take too much room, so a 
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ve lefined line of sturdy cabbages ‘ 
raceful beans would show each = thie 
thus far’ between the bits of abullineg 
re must be some sacred sentiment 

of mine and thine inherent in these pr 
sant folk, but whether built on morals 
or pure superstition I could not find 
out from Jack. When I asked him what 


was to prevent any one from helping h 


1th 


self to any crave d-for vegetable on a dark 


night, he answered, promptly, ** Well 
it would be a sin, in the first place; be 
sides, it is very unlucky to take a single 


crowing thing that is not one’s own,” and 


seemed to be shocked that 


ie 


I nee ded to 


be told such vital truths. Hearing shouts 


of youthful lauchte r, we went to another 
orchard near by, where we came upon a 


group of merry voungsters who were dis- 


porting themselves on an improvised 


swing rigged from the apple-tree limbs. 


The fun was fast and furious, and instead 


of slacking up when I pulled out my 


sketch - book, they only became spurred 
to that I 
egged them on with applause and promise 


of 


grreater antics I need not s: 


Ly 


‘white money,” and I only wonder 


that a few young necks were not broken 
in the course of that wild afternoon I 
could not keep them Within decent 


bounds. The girls naturally were much 
worse than the boys (and they were quite 
demoniacal knows!). 


When 


hair like ripened corn 


enough, wroodness 
W ith 
to be 
of 


garcon on to that much-bespliced rope, 


sisters 


the two blue eyed 


managed 


guile some trusting hobbledehoy a 


and those fair sisters had the swinging of 
him, it 
wild 


would not be long after that a 


howl would’ arise, and you would 
see the hapless urchin, his lank legs lash 
ing the upper air for a moment, and then 
over he would flop and plump down in a 
kindly bed of rotting cabbage leaves and 
revengeful. Then 


but it was 


stalks, unkilled and 
the boys would swing the girls; 
all hard work, with no compensating dis 
aster to encourage them. 

They might cause the girls a moment's 
struggle up aloft, and a reckless kicking 
out of blue hosen, but they stuck to the 
rope like kittens to a lace window-curtain, 
her half a 
would let slip the lightsome 


and if the boy enemy gave 


chance she 
’ <3 : 
wooden shoe as near to his bullet head as 
her flying aim would allow. 
When we returned to the cottage for 
our seance it 


afternoon was 


quite 


an- 























‘“OUR MILLER’S DAUGHTER.”’ 
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picture Everything had been re 

ria tidied up and made ship-shape 

had had its few hairs brushed 

to eu Vas Shining Vilh recent soap 

i tel ana rrayved in itS best DID 
i Le 1 

att baby’s name you have paint 

ed on the toot of the cradle said | point 

ing to the ord Kragile,” and looking as 

if | $s quite serious I never thought 


yuld have had such 


Su La hail RE Le ( 
it mendous success Jacky tilted back 
his cap and smote his thigh with resound 
ing whack, and roared with laughter loud 


and deep, and swore tha was the best 


Madame Madonna 


thing he ever lhe urd 

ent low nad hrie | ily . 

i cit th ine SHrie Ket bt SLIiVery Vel 

pounding the table meanwhile with her 
floury truncheon Then the door was 
opened wide and the listening neighbors 
were told the | tlie Jest I don't know to 
th aa if the laugh was with or against 


me, s 1 Was ie undelined clamor, but | 


that they were obliged to lean 


imainst the door posts or the stony wall 


themselves against the 


in order to sustall 


uling bursts of merriment lL won 


dered whether | had been as humorous as 


t that vilhout Knowing 


if 

[ naturally went the next day, and 
many other days, either to sketch about 
tiie eottage or in th orchard, and a 
fine out-door atelier it was; the resort of 
ali Lae peopie young” and old. who could 
be material for the pe neil I noticed a 
radual change coming over the interior 
or the ecottave little comforts, and even 
ornaments, were being added day by day, 
and one fine morning madame suggested 
that if I had quite finished with the pack 
ing-ease cradle she would like to replace 
it with a real one Of course I said I 


didn’t mind so long as Jacky wrote 


Kracile it the foot of it. The baby 
soon got a vell and strong, and got to 
be & prominent figure in our out door 


however. I found that 


ere was a strong influence brought to 


One fine day, 


ear tO we me to a certain picturesque 
old well in a certain part of the town ata 
given hour I felt there was something 
in the wind of a elumsy subtle kind: 
whatever Jacky did had its veil of mys 
tery | went prepare d, and when, after 
prospecting about it for a good view, I was 


about to make a 


eOmnine, there came 


upon the scene a maiden fair, clad in all 


or most of her finery and lace and family 
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jewels, to draw a mincing little cruche of 
water She was not an adept at drawit 
water, for she was a long time over it 


and I gathered from her furtive look at 


Jack that they knew each other, though 
they did not speak. She was neithe) 
drawer of water nor hewer of wood, ° 

or tlesh or eood herring,” that was evi 
dent, but her dress was rather amusing 
‘Would she stand just so for a mome} 
to oblige m’siew Jack asked °° Like 
a bird! This was not the textual ré 
amounted to it.) 


piv, but 1 

So we did not make alone one, but sey 
eral sketches of various poses, short and 
Simipie W he nh all Was done she would 
see them, and there was one that seemed 


to please her much. So she asked ™m 


what the value of such a drawing would 
be. I, thinking to put a prohibition price, 
and exalt the thing generally, said fifty 
franes 


Well, Ishouldn’t mind fifty franes at 


Jac k shuddered visibly ) 


all,” said the artless maiden with the jew 
els It 


| was glad | came 


vas vetting like a fairy tale, and 
I explained that that 
was a vague sort of commercial value. I 
should be OnLy too olad if she would take 


it for her pains 


n posing for me She 
not to be outdone, offered further services, 
and we bowed to each other in real draw 
ing-room style. The little play was over, 
and IL sugg sted to Jack to carry the jug 
for mademoiselle and we would walk her 
way home This was permitted. 

It was a nice, delightful sort of a mill 
at which she lived, and she was ‘the 
Miller’s Daughter” too (S.V.P.), with ‘‘the 
girdle about her dainty, dainty waist,” 
and even ‘‘the jewel that trembled in her 
ear.” (How useful Tennyson is to a paint 
er!) Wesaw the miller himself, too, with 
‘*the busy wrinkles round his eyes.” He 
was very kind indeed, and asked us in 
and gave us cider, and offered various 
hospitalities. The daughter, who seemed 
much of a spoiled child, and most uncon 
ventional for a French girl, showed the 
sketch which I had given, and told the 
incident prettily enough. 

l was to go away from this neighbor 
I need not say I 
was soon down at the mill again to see 


hood in a few days. 


more of that famous wardrobe, and well 
worth while it was, for Sylvie (that is the 
name on one of the drawings of her) look 
ed like a queen in some of them, and sat 
like an ange] She was very frank and 


simple after all, for she owned that she 





















id heard of our sketching fétes at Jack's 
place, and thought sh youid like to 
tha © Some of Lhe family COsLUuUmes put 

toa picture. ‘‘ Photography,” she said, 


was only fit for the peasants She 


owed me some sad photographs with 


reat derision No, she wanted to see a 
real drawing or a pieture vith color 
ich as she had seen once in Paris We 


made no mysterv of the hope s and efforts 
of Jacky to get me to stay, and much 
merriment and many a good tall we had 
out it One féte-dav Jacky and I were 
on our way through the town, he with 
the sk tching traps over his back, and the 
} t ; 

white umbrella of our craft over us 


voth, for there was then a summer show 


er falling Presently It increased and 1n 
creased, until it came im such sheets that 
we were fain to seek an arcliway to get 
out of the deluge Most of the arch and 


doorways were full of refugees from the 


storm, and many in holiday attire were 
in most sad and soppy plight Across the 
way, blotted under a shallow porch, we 
soon made out our miller’s daughter oO 
smiled at us through her tears. Soon the 
rain left off for a moment, ga ! O 

self together again for another spill he 
church was quite near, so in the interim 
we mostly ran for its wide porch and ever 
open doorway L offered the protection 
of the great white **Gamp” to Sylvie, and 


off we sped over the puddles, re gardless of 


a few extra splashes, and Ja 
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on behind with the sketching gear We 
were sweetiv thanked, and again in ea 
to the mill, with such sincerity, too, that 


Jacky began, even as we walked home 


through the ram, to put so many twos 
and twos together that thev m t ‘ 
nade some two millions and two in tlhe 
end He Kept adding so to the air-bui 
eastie that he Was running ip tor me 


’ 


day by Gay that his architects commis 
sion alone would have beeh a lary sul 

I did not dare remind him that | was go 
ing lL told his wife in contidence, as she 
was the banker of the household mile 


even knew of his airy plans about the 


palatial st idio-mill that Svivie and L were 
to live in forever afterward, and ho hie 
enjoved the joke Of it 1s sl i pleasant 


memory 


I thought to slip away unmarked, but 





though l took the early d rence ana 


had got safely up into the recesses of the 
imperiale, it was not to be \ few min 
utes be rt ll horses ere ( Oo my 
friend came pon tlie eu morning 
scene 

mo vou are go oe off ‘ uid 
he, wi yme dramatic effec t I felt 
unequal to 

Oniv tor ort rie [ said, and ] 
meant 1 And | did return, but thats 
another sketch En Ve ire! Mes 
seurs et dames Heug crack huep 
Crack era (rive mn love to 











A SOUL 
BY ANNA 


po 


he beet sole! 
WI! eo 


SORROW 


iseless thy shadow 


lle ¢ h grows stil ind moving forms 
re ‘ 
Not Sorrow thu ! time to roam 
From i f | hide these painéd eyes 
In this dim light I n f h to weep 
And hold mmu \ my lonely sou 
Phat wak ve vearns in vain for res 
Rocked e dark bre if the heaving sea 
Lies tl vild 1 knows how cold her 
couch 


Nor heedeth she the wailing of the wind 


I 1 his ey upward toward the sky 

Mid craggéd rocks where ne’er a vine hath root, 
The eagle droops his crest, nor feareth fall 
The insect nestles at the rose’s heart, 

Lulled by the gentle, soothing Summer breeze 
And when rude Winter breaks the rose’s heart 
It th torpid in some secret place 

‘I Spripvg returns to waken it to life 

Thus do all weary living things repose 
Pouched by the breath of the kind angel Sleep, 
Who cometh nightly to frail mortals’ world 
B I—ah! whither shall I go for rest? 

My name is Sorrow. Sleep comes not to me 


I seen her heavenly pinions poise 
ir forms of Love and Joy and Hope, 
And while to slumber soft they 


sank, 


SiIvhiess 


Have li d up my hollow, tear-scorched eyes, 
And by their burning floods of agony 
And by the pangs of heart-born groans, have 


this sinking form she'd fold her wings, 
And breathe upon my brow and throbbing 


a 





DRAMA. 


LUDLOW 
And seal my senses for a little while 
not or prayer or pain 
Pender to all, to Sorrow only stern. 

Then to me cometh gaunt, grim 


Sieceps te 


Thought— 


Of glaring, piercing eve and 
As the great ocean t 


} 
less 


restless soul 
ssing evermore 
instruments of pain 


Which my lips can speak no fitting names 


Some are sharp arrows dipped in fire and bane; 
One is a cup brimming with mingled draught, 
Bitter and hot, nor one sweet strength’ning drop 
Sure is his aim, resistless is his grasp 

I bear the tortures, though they rack my frame, 


And foreed to drink, I drain the draught of 


Thought 

Not till soft gray-winged Sleep flieth from 
Earth, 

And rosy day is rising o’er the hills, 


Doth my tormentor leave his victim, worn 
Weary, and faint from conflict long and fierce 
Gone then the burning fever, the wild pain; 
Feeble my pulse. icy my heart’s slow stream 
Ah! ‘tis the sick’ning cold, the sinking low 
That follow after wrestling long with Thought 
Then with a languid cry T call on Death 
To hide me in the grave’s dark place of rest, 
Where only Sorrow finds at last repose 
I call the tyrant fond and tender names, 
Tell him how Joy doth dread, while Sorrow 
yearns 
To feel her aching brow on his grim breast, 
And feel his kiss upon her pallid lips 
Ah! he would rather kiss the full fair cheek 
That shudders at his touch, or the bright lips 
That loathe and curse, then close, forever still. 





WOO THEE TO MY SHELT’RING ARMS.’ 





K. if seems 


wens po 
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rin to bein tie 
e here ste 1 Toe 
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through the air 

Is it of the earth 

from out the stars 
and thence strayed 


phs’ harps to mortals’ air 


It nearer comes 


iks upon my view? 


Irom out the stars 


nderful how pure 





) earthward ne 1ay 
\ eing of ce 

All | i vl fit g f 
Qu a | lil ) Saga 
i n mu clearer 

Harl L« ul ra s 
Of 1 G j ( ‘ , syne 


() beauteou Oh, what matchless forn 
Wi ry, mingle in thv n 
Those sy} | whit SNOWY « 1 
ed | ec W ! hough i@ DI hte stars 
( r ( \ hey fanned the 

I} l , ‘ i LWl { 1 vv aa cr¢ \\ 
Which « id om in the immorta und 
Qh . 8 that magic n 1 

Wh l power to soothe my deepest 
( ( il cometh et I : 

One mome! i rol Vings ocr mor 


I l r sw ! the dewy flowers 
And o1 tra } VS ( 
| ( eu \ t Wwak l l I \ 
da 
Now that ht form t | hie 
() C] rr I do see thv face 
\nd 1 mu me from that heaver eve 
Neath 1 | ranches of this cypi 
I helt t ize and watch thy way 
Would I could stay these tears that dim my 
" ' 
Why in that < doth pity mix with peace 
\ aad hose radiant eyes gush tea 
Oh, can 1 e that Angels ever weep 
ITar Hark in that song Our God is 
Love 
( wd ver warbled God is Love 


) 
Now that clear eye doth pierce my hiding-place 
And tix upon me yearning, tender gaz 

Oh, never yet such fond and gentle look 

On lonely, friendless Sorrow hath been cast. 
Those white wings stir the cypress branches 


That song is sweetly murmured to my ear. 
Oh, I must fly! 1 dare not bide so nigh 

An Angel's presence and an Angel's voice. 
L'll hide me in that cavern dark and cold 
Where oft Despair hath led my bruised feet 
E’en now I hear his whisper through the air, 
Sayin Not thine such guest depart! de 

part 

Once more the music of thy mystic song 
One look on thee, sweet Angel. Now I 


ro 


ANGEL. 

Oh, Sorrow, Sorrow, wherefore fleest thou‘ 
Nay, stay thy flight; fear not a heavenly friend 
larry beside me ‘neath this starry sky 
While I shall tell my errand to this sphere 
From the celestial world above 1 come 
To seek thee, Sorrow, and to bring thee peace. 




















DRAMA 


ise thy 


Frantic, be vildered, can re n 


1y words have reasor 


I hasten here 
( 


’ T 
’f this deceiver fair, and from Yet stay thy speech; I cannot bear these 
Vor. LXXVIII ». 463.—7 
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len leave me my doom 
il ire if I } he f a4 
lesert da o 
\ shi ild come nor 
oO D1 
me a 1 W » thee dd 
y, ster reas 
t 1 m 
pe 
t y i sh ir thy fute 
SOT ) 
' } N . ne in 
{ I l t t { T y 
. t A iy 
r al h such as th 
hi from me, | pray 
year I s nd r 
DouBT 
il rer was 1 powel 
\ iS la 
\ i and 
I i tu { alr 
Sor ‘ 
\ Our God 
if i I I ri ’ 
Sud \ } \ er slice 
K I Cu it dr r 
FAIvH 
1 y LD) i } 
lee] : 
ed Faith ‘ ik 
ror hough | hy bumano 
p I! [m 
ha I ind med to shed 
rod » ™ t tru l yvord 
vord God 
he u hat He 
( whe neath her " g 
Ss SUI | t m 
t ith r darkened " 
THE CHRISTMAS STORY 
BY GRA¢ 
ttle ugly brick chur und it 
tr Ou ol % Litbie O 
i ¢ ip) made over concer! 
hard Lb ne br c 1 me 
hnodtul of new mortar in 
‘ s ) ce maa ise Oo id 
tal () \ it had ¢ i 
th rieks were cleaned. the 
i und sifted and the 
ed om the joists and beams 
rit of economy reigned in the 


- 
= 
7 
£ 
a 
j 


Té 
Ah! hear t in the dving piercing cry 
Of Ch incarnate crucified for mat 


sut ‘tis not now the seal shall be unloose 


Qf that hid mystery vet to be revealed 


Why Sin was born, then gave to Sorrow | 
It is not thine to know in this low w 
But in that higher sphere from whence I « 


Dwelleth a seraph with an eve of light 
My brother Truth. Wing gently touching w 


Tog r we ive flown through heaven's | 

Li leth now wove, While I to earth 

Am ser to WwW thee to mv sheitrit irm 

To bear thee e, when mortal life is } 

‘I ir b lit home, where he will clear t 
mil 

And hee a he wondrous ways of God 

W he thy tears shall be forever dried 

And unto thee a new name sh give 


I {1 peaceful strength to go to thee 
B vilt thou take me, feeble as I am 
Wounded and weary, weak in heart and w 
Portured by Doubt still quailing neath his eve 
Yet without power to turn my gaze away‘ 
Sta hou the nflict; draw me to thy breast 
| cannot cling; cleave thou to me 
FAITH 
I ( my bosom as thou art 
| i i rust, I'll help thy unbe 
SORROW 
But if strong, stern Doubt, who fleeth 
S ld me again to tear me from my re 
How turn me from his power away 
(nd il il vords that have seen | 
FAITH 
Oh, S w, Sorrow! I will succor thee 


When thou art tempted by Doubt’s wily words 
I y free thee from his mighty spell 
Li er, ( ser to the breast of Faith 

I'll sing to thee the song, Our God is 1 
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erection that even the broken pieces of 
, } 
rom the roor were trimmed and put 


t ] t 


hn a pile by iemselives, to use, instead 


reaking up a new one, to fill up a corne) 


The littl Dago cirl from the end of 


the bloe vas the indefatigable observer 
of it all. as if she wanted to learn the 
process. and apply it herself too one of 


t 


these davs to the changing of a house of 


the dey il into a house of the rood God. 
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For that it w: house of 
and 


town had much doubt 


the devil le) ansion 


me in the breadth of 


lical 1 


one ot those aoor-step 


powell ilarly 


sular buildings of a great 
fails to pi a represe) 
town Ch 
and insignil 
1, where tl 
official 


enterprising 


never 
very 
] 


smiali 


er not 


Tri 


ese and the 


res nts 
ot progressive on Is 
,' ord LrOeS 


The 


ouse, 


had veel re 


rie 


1o 


hbors had complained ot t 


had 


he DADY had 


the servants vith | 


cossiped about 
lookn 


1 been fished 


the very garbage man iS ] 


himself hac the 


fh 


re oO 


for the 
a 


imManity (not 


ied that had to add its 


demand) 


asl 


ts oT his 


Nh 
ietted it, t 


W Ine 


(5 Eh 


wanted 


dor 


them 


Were tl 


different 


ic 


oo houses 


Lies We 
ey didn't 
them 

which cou int V oc 

arriead away, 


id been boug 


ood and 


iborhood 


invest 


r. perhans br 


{ It w 


she understood | 


mnVves 


othe 


‘and orang 
slackened 
seemed to | ; left, and 
most hung me cent more 
] 


less e, the 


lea 
manana 
could nt 


cilian patois expended to obtain ei 


I) irdly 


conk 


++] | ‘ +} 
hen the little Marianna wi In, and 


ling wa and 


Ss forced to wandel abroad 


ordinary peace and com necess nor ae 


As 


hes h 


fort 
the human mind, Dago or othe 


ror the 


vas in this way she saw so much 


pul ot 


ited 


second-hand 


and found humil 


he 


lding the church, 
iat 
earth 


** When will it begin to 


money WAS as scarce in 


iven 


5 Th nigeare 


be a church ce ption of t 
she questioned herself. The foundativ 
laid down and the walls 


were 


rut 


went up the meanest 


in no manner different from an ordi 
nary dwelling or shop, and nowise more 


comparison, 
churehly. It was evidently to be a sud- loon at the 


LITTLE 


a chure 


de 


i 
Home! 


ODDOS! 


peen 


WOPrkKTN 


from 


id) 


re wb 


1 
VMUlLG 


Mari i 


pied 


» ch 


h it 


eraded 
mate! 
lly Tas! 


he 
tl 


boarding house oOpposil 


the 


ornel 


laundry, and the locksmith’s 


freedmen’ 


CHURCH 


ous 
could be 
ali, and 
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] 
ex 
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The 


( Va a paiace in 


yransédLSOE DIOCK 
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the « ! e saloo for the fashionables 

on the fashionabie street the papering of 

one of them alo would have paid for 

the chu ind the ground underneath 

not to me! t mirrors, pictures, mar 
Dit ai ¢ irs 

In f thie tle church could look no 

e Tron e ele lion Ol its cross and 

ad indeed tha judging from appear 

a God was the very poorest person im 

ill that ne iborhood There were club 


I ises around the corner the initiation fee 


oO i i One is @& ministers Salary 
ond the elub-houses the grand 
bric-a-braec shops, the mulliners’ shops 
re the bod is clothed and beautified 
its i price that the merest trifles on 
t counter are Goubled in value to pay 
for the randeur; beyond all this the 
Cross ¢ iid enetrate ind see other ex 
pe ires and disp tvs it is better to im 
tate the norance of the little girl, and 
1O enume ite them What would be 
r ne o oiris t ovreat city rod 
a no rustrate the devil by limiting 
their comprehension for the prince of 
da ess lds no intercourse with fools 
But cross did see it all, and the hi 
ti¢ it } { nv Kno vledge ot its pre-ex 
istence su ed In the rick and timber 
mu ive th ied ith Joy to think that 
the « ss stood on top of it at last stood 
ip there to itch and to see ay and be 
sé Oo 1} “as ( as a SVInvol oft re 
vrenera yn 
| th church could fee this, and the 
very wooden cross on top, what must the 
Lrsor ive eit He Vas Small too, so 
sma t it he certainly could not have eat 
ried IS eal not one Gdavs Work of it, 
il nd mn i@ hiS Cassock He was in 
S ! imt-loo r and as pale asa W hile 
ed house which the owners cannot 
itt a > DA } He looked somehow sec 
oO d too. something thrown away 
! idifferent use and picked up che ip, 
1 made-over sinner lo judge from his 
pea l f 1 iso Was sin ill recommen 
dation of his empiover Any of the hand 
yne well-dressed gentlemen in the board 
house opposite would have made more 
creditable ministers any of the clerks in 
the bar-rooms, for bar-rooms are more 
particular about their ministrants than 
1 ehes are Three-fourths of the men 
oT mnged the Dar-rooms were better 
equipped physically even when they came 


home at night, some of them stumbling 


iectri light poles As fon 
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the clerks in the other shops, they wer 


better dressed and better cared for thar 


the Reverend Herbert Sting, or they wou 


not have been employed there Kven |} 
name was about the poorest and least 
tractive in all the catalogue of human a 


pellations, as well as the most lnapprop 


he havine wandered far away f) 


any inheritance of those qualities whic 


made it a complimentary ancestral tit 


W hen people had objected to his size 


ure, color of his hair, expression of 


face, accent, nose, eves, clothes, and wal! 


they filed one more protest agal t 


ns 


whole b ISILHEeSS 


and connection by, i 
were women, condemning the 
of Sting But 
this least 

conscious of the object ons against h 
little Marianna w of t 


against her neh boorhoor 


mcongeru 


he did not r¢ 


ous 


name 


ognize in the He was 


as Uu 


hame as as 
ob} etions 


He | 


he had been ealled St 


way as indomitably as 


Augus 


irsued his 


Paul or St 


tine, or the British peerage rifled to cele 
brate his aristocracy 
Weall know, tho igh the little cir aid 


not, whence the and directions 


money 


came for the new chureh building The 


p. imal source, if divine, was a little mixed, 


The congregation of the parish, through 


its official mind, the vestry, had gradual 


ly found out that their ehurech as sim 


ply doing a breaking business; that while 
the 
xt 


new theatre, started on a venture 


ne oor. Was dividends oO! 1s 


paying 


investment, while new and varied shops 


multiplied and throve all around, while 


each establishment could pay and did pay 
ight, full wear 


for its seores of clerks 


its 


and tear, and increase, 


the 


fess to a precarious income and a dimin 


patronage on the 


venerable granite edifice had to con 





ishing membership, not in a month Ttetch 
Ing many to a sermon as went in one 
evening to the ballet, not in a vear tak 


s alms-basins as much as went 


into the till of the least patronized saloon 





of them allina month. They could not, 
do what the financiering vestry would, 
make the two ends meet, the debt and 
credit ends, without a break in the middle 
to sprout out in another cancerous debt 
And so the fact was no longer to be dis 
enised that the old chureh, which had 


risen out of the early virtues, was slowly 
sinking under the later vices of the cits 
sinking as surely as at one time it was be 


lieved all stone buildings would sink and 


disappear in the marshy soil of the place 
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THE CHRISTMAS STORY 

[They reduced and reduced the salary of 
the minister until living within it was a 
eat of prestidigitation; they lowered and 
owered the ras bill until service became 
in effort of memory; as for fires, the zeal 
of devotion was all the guarantee the blood 
could obtain against rheumatism, neural 
gia, and catarrh; and then, when these 
measures had also reduced the congrega 
on and certified the financial failure, they 

determined to sell the church and trans 
port the proceeds of the whole establish 
ment into amore progressive, ente rprising 


istrict, to plant their cross where souls 


vould not only come to be saved, but pay 
rv it. As for the vicious souls round 
bout who had neglected their opportuni 
ties and oblig wlions, they were to be ielit 
juietly behind in the evacuation, to make 
vhat terms they could with the enemy. 
\fter a little advertisement and judi 
cious puffing the old church was sold 
all sold, with the ground it stood upon; 
its outfit and its infit too, though this 
was not mentioned in the deed of trans 
fer Its consecration, its dedication, the 
pious will of the old gentleman who had 
vequeathed the lots to the parish, its mem 
ories and associations, its spirits of dead 
ministers who had read and preached 
from its pulpit, with the spirits of dead 


congregations who had sat under them 


n the pews the graces strengot ened by 
confirmation, the hungers stilled by the 
Lord’s supper, the marriage troths plight 
ed at the altar, the baptismal vows taken 
at the font, and the cold dark place in 
front where the dead rested one moment 


more in church, amid life, to hear once 
more the promise of resurrection, ere they 
vent their way to the tomb to await its 
fulfilment—all sold, with the roofing and 
flooring and guttering, the glass and slate 
and gas fixtures. 

‘Sold out of house and home on ac 
count of failure in business,” the Saviour 
like any one else. 

Walking around the banquette which 
had once encircled the church, day after 
day, night after night—for the spot had 
a fascination for him—the Reverend Her 
bert had strange thoughts and fancies, 
particularly at night, the unreal thoughts 
and fancies that spring from unknown 
seed in the virgin soil of a young mind. 

“Did not the stars hanging so low 
over the low flat city. threatening to 
fall with their weight and brightness into 
it —did not t 


1e stars miss the tall square 
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steeple which thrust itself up amongst 
them, and made of them jewels to o1 
ment its weather-beaten head And t 
morn, shedding its benefaction of 
over all buildings alike rood and bad 
humble and rich, did it,in the mon 
nous expanse of roofs and chimneys 
for the peaks and gables which it 
have been a delight to wild and beautify 
It had caught the first rays of the sun 
rising damp and red from the marsh, and 
received the last as the great fire-ba 
sank hot and dry into the river. Thi 
atmosphere which had been ploughed by 
the vigorous bell, it had closed in over 
the space, and rippled with many sounds 
and noises, but none which could have 
rejoiced it like the brazen clan Wihiech 
seemed to dissipate the clouds of rainy 
Sundays and dominate the violent thun 
der 

The little minister could always see the 
church, however, a ghastly airy structure, 


hovering over the old foundations in puri 
S | 


fied resurrection, and he loved to think he 
could see, though he knew he could not 
the figure of the ancient proprietor, wan 
dering around his alienated domain in 


cognito, li ce some de posed, 1li-tre ited heir, 
without rancor, but in all love and for 


civeness looking after those interests con 


nected with his property those entailed 
possessions which could not be sold or 
bartered without his consent a little 


singing beggar girl, a gambling newsboy.a 
desperate woman, or an unprineipled man 

the outeast. the cripple, the inebriate, 
W herever he magined LhI1s Vihite-cliad, 
barefooted visitor going, there went Her 
bert. He bent over what he saw Him bend 
over, he touched what he saw Him touch 
he spoke what he heard Him utter He 
accompanied Him into places where none 
but He and the police could go with im 
punity, and he ministered with Him at 
times when no police could have peen 
paid to remain. He never faltered 
thought or deed. In truth, if all 1 
wickedness in the world had been stored 
for deposit in Herbert's heart, he could 
not have known more about it, been 
less shocked at it, and if he himself had 
invented all loathsome diseases of thie 
soul and body, he could not have more 
readily applied the antidote or sugwested 
the alleviation 

In the delirium of agony sufferers would 


sometimes take him, the accessory, for the 


principal, and so hail and bless him, not- 
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Lhstal he contradiction of his 
hrea ire clothes and homely Teatures 
As he the aehureh pulled down, 
the idea came to Herbert that another one 
> n t piace ol { The 
L ! ‘ to him it to all those 
( ai rn tford »ride in the ¢ rs to 
( | OGTeSSILVE ocal t ted 
thre ya hose O d at 
{ s like eats to e old 
! il ( easons, ove! ch 
e ca eno contre oa ¢ 
‘ \ ers against authority, 
or} Ou ikewarm enemies 
unm nds of the empirical ves 
to the Ss iV-s ool children W ) 
} I DS, a ere, nore tora! s n 
Phe dea came to a ifficient 
a imber to arrant co-opera 
t ! tfor ind the effort is sufhi 
Lo or TT! na dea 
o ne he ‘ ttle « 1% at 
tT? } 
It smu ibor to destroy as 
to build | could not shoot 
t ! canne ey could not bur 
) the ‘ The carpen 
( ( 1) co i peace 
1 ! Ss i peace le earts 
! I rai oraer ¢ ell pro 
( O ! mn the topmost 
) or ¢ Lt post ( 
‘ ! ! ) rick, do i 
to " e first tap of tt 
L to or Herber ea 
( ia " . wee 
i a, SO Mhassive, tl pia 
rkma 1) ) ) st If it had on] 
‘ 1 r erous ¢ irch it mig have 
sted s. Nothing would totter, no 
yu nothing would even 
S t OOSE l i 1 unanimous 
oO ol I re ting protest, passive sta 
) can be destroyed, but I cannot 
~ rre'? t 
\t t S l iken down ind 
embered parts buried, contractors 
K nie vhere, second-hand stuff from 
( eS Tetehing no gher price than 
inv other edifices The space is 
cleared and swept, and with bright new 
ite il a grand circus was erected in it, 
i and a wonder to the bat quette 
r The ring was deseribed in what 
id ) the body of the church, the 
t ezesS hung rom the ceiuing the or 
; ehe ra sat in the old altar Through the 
doors on the side, where surpliced boys 
—_ 
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and ministers used to march singing, the 


horses pranced and clowns tumbled a 


veiocipede girls whirled A grand ni 

eity circus, SO it Was, a magnihcent cn 

cus, and patronized by such numbers that 

managers and periormers were not o1 

paid, but munificently paid, and were ma 

ing a ha py tortune out of it Peo much 
f + 


so that if the church people had o1 \ ha 


the wit to do themselves that which the 


had sold out tor othe rs to do, the Vwould 


have been able to construct a errand cathe 
dral in the new fashion locality, and pa 


| for attending it 


pe ople we 


The circus was octagonal, with arched 


ides, and under 
rt 


that at nig 


every ar¢ h were pliaces ¢ 


rec of all k 
ht fi 


whistled, 1 


e resi nas, and so 


imhitened 


tants screamed att 


edad 1n Va 


or policemen, until some volunteer would 
hasten thither and fish the officer of ] 
tice out of one of the octagonal rooms. as 
irely as a boy in spring-time fishes larva 
out Ol i Vasps nest. 

Then nister thought many a time what 
1 miraculous draught St Peter ould 
make C n if he could but east his net 
over the hi om pl ice Of Wors p! 


hen ie | e Dago girl had no hing 

n e to look t, when alls, roof, floo 
d cross were in place, pews carried in 
shavings and blocks carried out orkme 
acismiissed, she naturally concluded that 
Lhe chureh iS COM] leted and vr dy for 
thre bode of Him to whom it belongee 
She kne no more of the inside workings 
( L ¢ irch than of the inside workings 
of a clock, and Herbert was very littl 
iser than the child, for it was his first 
( ren The quantity of springs and 
machinery necessary was enough to sur 
prise and confuse a tyro. The ladies 
came in, from whence neither he nor any 


one else could tell; they swarmed about 


the church like insects about sugar, only 
they possessed organization. By author 
ity of what tradition, by order of what 
transmissions or laying on of hands, in 
what version of the Testament, Old or 


New, they read their title and commission 
whether they had any 


for it at all, whether the 


or authority, divine 


or human, whole 


legislation was not an unwarranted act of 
assumption, Herbert did not question or 
investigate the matter. He quietly sub 


mitted, and with his church bowed under 


the guild to whose mysterious care the 
parish had by occult power been confided 
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The guild was composed of chapters. and 
| I 


e chapters were so numerous that every 


vorker was fractionally represented 
‘ter some fractional d 


) lo« al 


, the service 


It takes a very large ¢] 


l its chapters, and prov 


ices for them how the 


} 
Judge 


was taxed for both, when all 


“d 


ding, 


h hey 


to~ether, condens as it were 


Alt ir 


Sundavy-s« 


Lirie on 


Vest 
In 


special oceasions Bui 


Choir Li 5 
ria School Mission. \ Isl 


brarv, 


OO} 


¢ 
ny 


ren 
vice-pre sidents 
They atoned 


of their number 


presidents. 
‘easurers,and members 
e smallness 


of 


a volume, but a 


titude 


ed 


their OpmMions ; the 
] 
hWorary 
the 


nm 
There 


not 


sentiments worthy 


land, 


in the week t 


in the 


vere 


ibout days enough » contain 


1e meetings. and none left over for pacifi 


cation, except Sunday, which grew in 


1th 


(rod 


ou d 


portance as a kind of Truce of 


vithout hich ehureh business 


ave been an unfinished story 
t } Mi 
Stance, whoever crossed irs 


ther in \ltar Chapter, crossed the 
tary of tl ‘hor the president of th 
treasurer of the S 
president of the L 
and broke 


And 


hame 


iting maday 


Sc lic 


and the v ce td} 


arv cl 


rs ill the oth 


a quorum in 
Mrs 


constitutli 


} 


CGondenough 


ould 


apters 


wien 


isa the mn si 


was ide to weep Vy NK 


marks over the . 


laundrying of the 


é nd Herbert's one vestment a shrunken, 


narrow, 


transparent surplice—parliamen 
tary rules were suspended by acclamation 


until t sensitive |: vthed and 
the remarker 


Monday 


co ild 


he idy was si 


rebuked, for it was an e 


and never a meeting 
held the 


After he had learned by practice and dis 


morning, 


have been during 


week. 


eipli e to steer clear of organizat Ss, the 


found that he 
from portal to pulpit 


young minister could not 


wal without 
The 


ten 


ping against individual solicitude 


motherly ones were always there 


der advice, the sisterly ones to ask it, and 


ind thin and 
at, there w 


them who did 


poor as he was pecuniarily 


miserable to look 


t} 


mol 


as not a 


ler among not accuse 


some other mother of trying to catch him 
not whose 
ill 


ac- 


for a daughter, and a sister 


la 


heart did not occasionally beat with 
feeling against some other sister on 


count of him 


But though to the pastor they all ap 


OF A LITTLE CHUR( 


peared to be pulling 


directions as there 


it 
chapters, the veneral 
ward, and the church was 
ed tugged 

No and 


more 


jel ced and 
and 
emoper 


than « 


1! 


women 
have 
the re 


} 


have 
is Eve 
‘he little Marianna 


DOS 


Lion » had crossed 


h the bal 


the 


Lhe 


in a corner stone st 


from tl re Was 


dread blue sky ove 
"OWN Nair 

itched the and 
led 


of 


young pries 


assembling and d 


various vet unvaried con the 
thre 


arily 


orizing pe rhaps on passers-by who 


seemed to be arbitr 


by the 


separated in kind 
ditferent of the 
] ‘’ 
oO} 1} 


. 3 
and decree hours 


day, and walked a in their different 


costumes on their different avoecations 


as 


Ing some predes 


tin 


i 
ably constan 
in her place as 1} 


th th 


W e church, or sculptured and set up 
A P i 
ite had the 


neck, the prope 


for ornament nent, and 
not Inappropr for she 


turn of the 


‘ droop oT the 
shoulders. the sweet, modest, soft eves, and 
of the 
God 
tion sculptors might have a 
that paint mankind 
know the portrait of the Madonna 


] 
al 


the proper clasp arms around an 


infant which has 
that 


painters 


riven rina 


Tre vce 


might and 


The young priest sat almost as immov 
ably when the church bi 


in-doors 
ll tra 
he 


ay of 


] Hess 


as a 


nsacted, the chapters a 
the 
0 one.except Mrs 


ed over 


Lord were 1 
Bunnvyfe 


his conduct, t 


and rood 


and 


Y) 
r 


a) worl 
it altogether inexplicable. if not improper 


Romanis ita 


Ministeria 


in December 


not to mention ec, necess ting 


Conduet 
at the ti 


made rain! 


a new chapter 

One evening 
the 
throug the 
tr 


ward journey, a 


me 


when sinking sun Ows 


western ViIndows and hi 
the 
ied 


ar 


thoughts ‘avelle easiest heaven 


woman 


to the 


rusi up ti 


ea 


oe mips 
aisle of the church ait 


~~ 
a pale, 
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holdin ‘ 


W you christen her " will 


NEW 
2) ind e in 


you 


! n ! tor God’s sake christen 
er, to s her so She held the bun 
aie towa rn nd began to untie, un 
{ t a t ngers all disobe 
adient an i i\ to their proper yoca 
slow that her feet began to 
( i Slie¢ ( ild have fallen on 
y entangled bundle if he had 
! caught it th one hand hile with 
thie e ¢ ed hie >the ground 
Im only d sir—IT’m on a 
1 wea I've just been discharged from 
( Ho i 
Shire vy back vainst the teps of thie 
vltar 1 closed her eye Shade after 
S ide ot i nad piue pallor pal ed o e! 
‘ t} nehed feat . Her lon 
lay stif i str | nder her ca 
) ( n . ‘ had la inder the 
| ( her cot t the OSD As she 
ad ba ind To l wnd ou ol 
oO ess her ¢ ee sal wearll 
" st tey f ere a soft ] 
) ( i i epulsed by the « l 
( t sne adid itten { 
ol 0 100 itl it ta ed alt oy 
1; MOST ae l 
“ el ouid ( christened 
) | yrulady ( then Phe 
] 1 n I one ¢ elt is\y 
I Sisters Oo ha christened 
Ss ‘ e const is of the reps | 
‘ er t l¢ nad bY a struggle raised 
ey t a I DOs lr a id re ead 
he 
> \ Slit iv on the rrouna she 
) d ea ned and sii el ed vet her 
l riace in herarm,and het 
M l ! ( 1 ere very childish 
There »need rher to be dam ed 
lhe e that looked out from the shaw] 
is as O s the mother’s, and so red and 
ed, and such an unpromising 
rt soul, t t the minister felt 
ild assume the responsibility of a 
( ded negat ¢ 
Phe said she as a fine child Lm 
¢ es very pr tty : aon t you th nK SO, 
There was a huge stone font which 
‘ uild had begged from a pious ston: 
f cute It as as large as a child’s bath 
tub, and not unlike one in shape, a font 
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small pitcher of water which the ku 


colored sexton daily placed ina corner o 
Lhe choir for the ministers retreshme 
As careless of the ritual as the Saviour 
had been before him, in all his ceremoni 


ignoring the printed requirements of |} 
prayer-bookK and trespassing against e¢ 
clesiastical etiquette in almost eve ‘VY word 


and gesture, Herbert administered the rite 


nhumbiy praving on his own behalf. at 


the end of it, that the good Lord would 


1 1 : 
DV him on the last Gay, when |} 
b shop bef 


like worms Of the eart 


should find out the ful 


lil 


re which dignitaries ministet 
Herbert are the 
irre? 


he proceeding 


What is her name * he asked, not 
the formal conventional tone, for he did 
ot venture to bring the dignity of the 
C(chureh into the transaction it is On! 
i matter of a fortnight-old soul, betwee 
the Lord and himse 
Che oman had riser He saw no 
that t) Ss re 1\ oun? und id peel 
oh, sit ha lt st of her head 
ao yout ! Da SV WoO ld be too good 
ior hie 1) is Suc i bea iful name 
l read about a Daisy once in a novel,’ 
Decide shi is very young He 
christened het Daisv, and east about for 
ome Saint With Whom ine might take a 
iberty He remembered his mother, a 
saint, thoug not in the calendar her 
name as Elizabeth so he mac up ** Dai 
sy |] abeth,” and for what an informal 


aptism was worth child in his 


irms lay indebted 

[ can carry her now, sir; I was only 
a little v ik: LI should have left the hos 
pital yesterday; my time was up; but the 
misters wouldn t let me. It was raining, 
so they made me stay one day ionger a 


oht in a rainbow, 


pne was st nding ri 
looking throu h t 


younger, prett er and prettier ; the church 


e colors, younger and 


was already beginning to get dark in the 
cornet 
The Sisters were very kind; they 
would have put her But I was an asy 
lum girl myself.” 
Oh, the mother-lack and the father-lack 


in that plaintive confession ! 


through the little 
all the 
cirls foredoomed 


turned, 


It sounded 
vail from 
little 
She 


church like a 
uniformed 
heart 


sun-bonneted, 


to misery. 


and with uncertain feet, unaccus 
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foolishness, and spent money hoarded for 


missions on cakes, candy, 
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ht weight, went out of lemonade for the heat i ( f Santa 
Claus was expe d ‘ \ 
of his lmaginatiol al d the hospit Sl the « v at } 
Lhe good Lord had OCT 1 ation thwarted anod ( 
ive 0 rwead fie d aren s rhe ¢ ( nit 
yung Woman under the they almost « ved ) 
is Het ee | a ! i ( ere ‘ ( il " ‘ 
tions to b ( oO DS almost got al i r « 
uly us oO oObta i 1 ul lal mic nd i} Oh 
e is eMpowe dto sat ‘ ! e but ) ( 
Dut bre 1} \\ wT MASTS, 11 Ss « e « 
sixteen ( ectioners |] customer 
ove rro e ¢ \ oO es ak 
) ri | ; to the cou ( 1 
{ Spo d ) ‘ s and 
1 t V-go i fie ¢ 
hinely con t cel AL 1 e were nl » ¢ hot 
} l Yr LO ito th SCaSOTL, ¢ ! i i thie )) OU 
jut igality of their itu if 
i l r { ere any D sb ( ristmas 
ick « S | hive und there must SO ! s said 
1 e) id to n 1 ire born ! n l¢ over the 
f vice; and t 1—she wor | if they had ion 
r t < rv one itever ol e bles i thre 
‘ nd iore tie ) ) nust have stifled 1 ! 1) ery 
po he of disappomtme pa regret t 
this spot of earth so Tull o \ lil, 
a had saved ¢1 so brig so redolent of tf! sand peace 
brig ness tor ( s S that they could not ha ) ( ie] ise 
ip bright and early Christ than glad to come here 
to commence e aona But.” thought Herbert | na his 
dens the bushi id s it trom the old chureh to the new 
Oo flo ers i] ( a to Line It ( l 7 O Ih Cy are nitea 
en tt sun gave the 10 ere are oO e) Ss 1 i } it other 
ist | effected a el eurrency Empty eal ma I hung 
r el | | r\ Ke emptv Stor nes oO} ( Stmas trees 
ne 0) io M rushed this nig Vhich nos ( sis com 
rhing i - ‘ ing to the mothe sits DY an 
\ ! ith exage oO oO empty rad the husb a oO stretches 
e litter, sunshine, and e out his arms in the dead of 1 it for his 
or week Of 1 came on A i and the e swathing her 
to a Ce i ( \ aing ! irt in 1d ( The 
1 a heap around a ¢ 1 Oo pensioners, looking round vainly 
lat sses of nature ere ] 1 ir elf svynary sheiter tor com- 
not surpassed ) eO0 race ind kin to pass the feast-night, 
poor had to do is to name chide death for tam l | ie old maid, 
*Christmas dinne ind ey I cousin Ruth ) { la grudging 
old the poorer, | o home se Ing .or anothers ¢ aren ho 
disreputable, the more ee nt mo at her loneliness at ovelessness 
Christmas trees sprouted sees, alas the visio Ol hie own chil 
ery asylum, and if ever orphan id dren that might have been! And the 
forget the loss of parents they old bachelor sitting in h club window, 
ght. Sunday-schools, yield- drinking whiskey and water to keep up 
consenting, finally embraced his spirits and frighten away the ghosts 
of the past: the realities of the present, 


fishness, what 


his sordidne SS, Meanness, se 


and 
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e equalities, the friction of human 
e grotesque banquette procession, wher 
it of strange faces gleamed eyes h) 0 
rid lent contagion of ci 
hha ith a latent syn om of « 
Hye edad no LooVe oO) 1¢ 
S « old chun nor about « 
sually guide¢ ss 
His hour ye He ned 
\ I ‘ ! } eache 
( { I H S tlic Va ‘ 
| ri id ¢€ 
e on this H 
i His « n \ 
| | ( | hy e His « 
, V ici ( i 
ad « d th 
ne ’ { | p 
( ( cel hed for 1 
l ist 
5s Ot a t! cominitte ( 
Lai lé ( wma ( a nope } 
ranglings over the decoration 
( o's el ! to be ¢ I ( 
» I ip aise a ior the excitement of 
da s upon them, and the ve 
een the overly « ther o t 
d the wealth of other church rl 
4 5 ils yvotmen he irts Hal ere 
poss ties yond iltainment 
Pll or} ed er the a { ( 
ntime ol hat could not be, and thei 
be pecan ~) isa ind auiss " 
ors of discontent If the mott | 
een Discord and Ill-will instead o 
Col I lu We 1 | ive be n i re 
proprh l Lie tate Of mind wi 
1 é 1 GISCUSSIONS i Lo here it 
d be } G 
He |] ia ll he choir and books 


manger 


W indows, l 


TY 


hree on each side, pie! 


ll ( Live \ S SCIENCE oft theoiogy oO 
hile imentably ignorant lo 
t ed until his eyes had be 

! ed to the « ( or ODSE 
l wa Ss eCurs dé ivered Oot the noisy 
mnadonme ot the street sounds | as 
ot to be denied that the preparations 
é irdly less so than those on 

eo 1 night i the stable Noth 
reens nd mosses trom the mp 
( ‘ it the small expense of hiring 

a Cal LO | l em in The tral rit 
the rails and table nd desk and the 
huge font, which resembled, indee¢ ve 


e dimly transparent 
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thick walls, looked with their pendent tell you better There’s suc 
vreaths like marble tablets with funereal there Its a rch hie 
Cc ress memorials to the dead - ie ef \ Woman ied the i\ 
fect would not have peen fest il Were it ho ne, as Vomen are l ( 
not for the star It shone ove the aital eau t him b e hand 
1 shield of green ea tion and the aisle ! e pa ( 
mph of Mrs. Goodenough, the humil- ger of overh« ( 
n of Mrs. Bunnvfeather \ beaut street 
star (frosted w some @liste ne It's chure} it Ge 
wade 1 white, 1 int, diamond star, mean no | or disre 
cleaming yi ul s ry efgy the ( of J 
< r Siiin On S vu 1 Ss | im % his shou } } 
tne ca Ous \ ( sub S i) is so la ble 
wean mys ry ro a ) ind I na stre ol i 
n ind ste | eS 4 ( » mer 
eh tor vil ( ( ( > W ] 
i iil Ulile | 5 rv ¢ 1O' }) il co 
nerds W hie help » b SELL 
seen celestial soure ! ! N o. H ‘ 
ectricil ( f ry \ i not | ) LO be 1 
effulgence cleverly « Mrs. be ut Ho , 
; rdenoug i S Stat ( 1 § fo Ooh and on in nee | 
ere 1 in power can to va ute other fo 
dad the eloquence, too iW ch it spoke ano to tempo ( 
» Line ttle ninist spea ne as Spoke Is it UL TO-Morr } 
te L ¢ tu S eo, GAPrLViIng 1 LO Yes, Ha \ mii \ } 
s knees as it drove the shepherds to than her voice | t 
feet, Toreing n » DO s head ean't indeed [ ean't You 
nd de his face in the moist, odorifen back my ra lL ear I 
ous ieaves O Lh ( i ce l IS¢ 
i) Tane ] ¢ ' } vou 


~ , tried I thought I would 
A band of ro ngers paused on the my ¢ y to both; but ho 
eps outside, trying then oO 8 ret r up my nind to-day, and ( 
e starting on t Ir Saturd t good atime as any When 
round ing elr Improvise mes body to-day so pleasai 
) l 1 ( mh, CArTeELeSSLY { ( Y rile SLODp ed 
ssing the sense to satisfy sound, t ( 8) ore me or s 
cordion playin n intern i fi puisa i iv from the « lidren no 
hg accompaniment o ( them over to the 
0 t chance for them to be ett 
Y sta with them | Ve Lil 
§ B | ] 
\ 1 hope i i courace I} 
The eird, thrilling falsetto, a ventrilo of both ind I thought t 
quial voicing of a distant woman's p unt, dav would make an effort 
rriped the heart like a spasm Fainter less thought, less indust 
and fainter they sang, marchin i LV Lnought that father ou 
keeping step down the street, trailing the mean—the boys are « 
tune after them long after the words were yorse Ne a d 
swallowed up in the blare of horns, the called home by some dreadf 
fusillade of fire-crackers, and the indis ever since Johnnie was run 
tinct murmur of tumult that y curse; they 
. e 





rolled like a near tempest. 


‘Let us stand in here, Harry I ean they will not go to school: 


Lb Gin out 
e ¢ ir 
’ ) { 
Cit it 
ches Ss} 
‘ ) 
n 
ssi (i 
> Ml 
" ‘ ‘ 
R Ss so 
' 
-_ 
rt ) 


b Te 
he | 
‘ Lo 
Love 
en 
e resolute 


( ) to ado 
l 1 made 
na is Ss 


! It's 
1 
i 8) 
IS SIN to 
thie ONT 
is ne oO 
| i ited 


“worse and 
I « er o be 
il messence) 


smoke; they 


from morning till night; 


they will not 
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do thing but hang ound the corner “Harry! Harry!” she screamed ; *‘don’ 
roceries and theatres It wi e drink- don’t say that 
! I SUPpPose a gan I and ohe put er arms out again toward hi 
pistols and f not the gall at he was gone * Harry! She ran o 
le ¢ irch alter him, down t Ds 
\\ | ( " the stres hie " now re oO Y; SPO) 
\ | Lhe f is co for She crossed m one side street to 
| | ther or the ta tr t. bur 
D | » to ed. t Sit i | s madaed tar i s ( ( 
.) o Lveé red alt 
} \ { 7 1 Mv pret one 
» th How « : the proffered 
W ( ! 1 Tace | H 
VW a , se Ss 
W ( ( iba 1 her s ( " ‘ 
I s t I j i 
} H ! nit rned asid . 
} y er il da us she 
i a) ( ! i Le ¢ mie Die Hto ¢ Pure 
' S ‘ " ‘ 
) ydo. 1 He knew so little ab omen, thoug 
g Gor eka uni Lon 
I He bent : id do on | crosset 
( ! ore i r ~ body trom si to side 
some ¢ els nder ery of passion ch too 
| SO] ( ) thie ( rovel able race ind swe 
I l I re t oO i i ere \ \ 
{ l re outh, me eaut ‘ a ( ¢ Li ll! he rathel € 
© lame If it had been differ fam re me off ike a dog!-—pre 
‘ Har tis rder on 1 no tend to love me! _ Lies! lies! lie | 
\ l HH H ru shi 1 » Thi lla ne epent! I] 
oO \ nt touch ielii on his ! ce | 
Ss i touecn he vas 1 Janev, although it was a f 
} ere | | rust ! i I 1 voice tu \ S SOIL al 
to $ » $ ( Lrave he ovel Lel { 
l ) ) a ri ! iid the ministe1 he kn 
rie ino it at al Listel no other 1 to call him by I heare 
ig ‘ ( lazed s r ta ne 
| ead « rric ) oO lL don’t care who heard it! I don't 
i : ( " and nd | cal l le city heard it, from ¢ 
. Ss ! r Se you aga rollton to the Barracks 
rh rence of mind and H vou have: femsetien che tel 
t ' ing detern mn vou 1 church 
el ( 1 ( er ol vith des | é t W hatd d she briz rn 
perat ( SSI t] pai @) re fo | get out of it I'll go « 
t \ pain S May Goce the stre 
, 1. Harrv'! and mav some Will you go after he: 
‘ r le vou as | do, and be to lL vo ter her [ spe ik to he Ma 
\ i i « I She raried fhe ell God | l cut ner on the reet Ll never 
oO! 11 he inds upt his unt » lay eves on her again! I'll dis 
r is S« shy rrace Lie | | drink ll 
beard ‘ 1iled n down to her. seek Hee ild t] nk of not} nea more certain 
1 the dark th her lips, and to hurt her than injury to himself 
kissed him once, twice Ill go to the devil! Oh, she'll regret 
4 Jane Tanev! If vou throw me oft it She'll repent it!” 





vou t row me to the devil! Why should she do it 
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Why! why | know why They've talking to hims 
iled her and pestered her at home ent if Lthougeh 
S| ~ ‘most crazy The Vy Ve wo? ced or comtortable 
tl she’s g no heart. bodv. nor soul n eS . 4 ‘ 
They ve dragged | de nd time t nm hie 
n til er pride is. gone ad she’s s S Zoll ! 
ned ¢€ el oO Pore . t a ird 1 l not 
ea ¢ 1h { cit nl sett i t l ! 
>to mo ! iit I ( i i 
old dadd one ona ( rer S le and 
wcked », or Ke he ’ hight ) ni 
sing he Her ves sed up ss. 1 
i { ( l mas hye the x 
S a-p s ina Tro lif 
ho nad t d UN 
1 and 1 yh | : | 
tem pe ! Oo a If | 
t » | his orld t ho ( ( 
ye ( ide of hits ‘ ( 
ed ra Lh 
\ ve her, the Herb lone es L bee 
e) ere aque ra 
cone.us n hisown n mn $s] 
Love el L swear to ou, § a And 1 ill 
1 Almighty hears me, I 1 ( rvved she thinks 
man mn arth ul h ! nd s l couk 
Ss il I never shall lov i othe hi 
yman L ain't iven to talkll abpou 1 e¢ 
Ll could even tel ! l es no some ( 
snows it or understands 1 ib my Ithou ul 
If J re to th c I sir, J iivaid Ule 
yvoule n't wort ino el CK Sie ish t lL ve a ©) 
retty und Sih doesn t loo young any\ care « the ¢ 
nore na s es yor ed oOas ado Du l ( I 
' | rie S. 1 | is Oh My ar ibh-vbed Mmrison I 
1 life wou ( en me to rl h entiona 
evtie 4 i} Lie ld 1a re ii¢ ( en 
I'd 1 my face to the wall a ( I their mo 
wa ’ unt he patient 
His face nt ao " sari 
And to tl i t could ro Lrit off ill { >) i 
ilke a Gog mignt Just as “oO and if] seen 
jump into the rive) [It’s the end o ought to 
al It is not t ook tl Sil ( ither in t 
sll He is up a nh an ( t to 
It it OUON ) I it | t pa (rr ul 
fa i d the a ¢ es Lhe poo l ( } nas 
tired little body I want to easi [It’s he that Janey 
littl slim feet J int to hold t tal Mi sweet 
llin my on d It’s her ] ( t Janey! A 
hands J wnt to lve 1 ho ia ) evel 
HH ‘ eel he tle ands : i I 
ovel fac ie) l Ss « d ould ha 
Lhe Cars VY ished ll Ss Cy | l | na i il 
was ul and buried and ¢ ( ul { isn 
It would be different,” he continued, knocked 
after a silence—the minister was so mo 
tionless at his side it was the same as tle shan 


CHURCH 


aiiy ! 
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f] 
Fron 

L eC) 
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» she 

s rot in G 
, 





stand tit rT 
\\ 
\¢ 
-morro 
one 
e ‘ 
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and his perspicacity by a short, 


Ss ivp trial o vroodness W ith handson 
munificence, they cancelled from their 
iin remembrance or even ki 
ledge « past 1 ughtinesse caiculat 
that by « duct s iperiatively exemp 
tor o nig and day tie would refute 
Ol not tor a the calun 
the neig s ho persisted that 1 
\\ ses didnt kno What a 
rene r themse ort ‘ 
( es | Lhose | eSSeS | 1 
il el h oO V to ob en 
pie s Pheir ce iceS to this end were 
Vl wd el ( 
lola called ‘Tippic hose 
] ! tuted the dummy, tl 
sper irder oO db s. took the 1 
, ( I] ed. ¢ ! ted, command 
ed, t ‘ oO ( d in bed, tied 
l Cit eS ( ali sO resti 
! l und on ti floor on his 
( Lo 1 Ing” amusement of | 
te nd six brothers, and the exaspei 
Liol Lie ortunate youl } ict oO 
( ) d fhitr uni Tie 1Wua oO 
] ad Tal re ¢< ivitv than bi 11S Jo 
nit SO re ested and instructed them to 
puta head on m at the first indication of 
ravo Ss] rt to the old stick m-tLhne-n a 


they might depose when l 

that since iat morning he had not loos 

ened th bandages to see how the stur ip 
as getting on himself, or to show them, 

though he assured them they might bee 


him on their knees to do it And the bro 
thet und sisters were not to be outdone, 
though it went hard with them, for every 


aay it was tunnier in virtue of new origi 


nal impromptu variations Instead of 


hiding bel nd doors to sq ieak and seratch 
1 vhisper ‘* Rats” when the young man 
made his appearance, asking him, when he 
ent, a t his ‘‘ma requesting a loan 
of tive dollars, or a cigar for a light, pin 
ning fragments of ne vspape r to his coat 
talls, and Ca ng ** Extra!’ behind him 


show 


aown tne street, or DY 


ine behind 


opposit on 


riety dane his back Trus 


trate his attempts ta rain Johnnie's atten 


tion instead of this dai y performance, 
\ ] is noted, was never more delicht 
il, they wished the doctor ** oood morn 
ing wit ich decorous politeness of tone 


and 
hypocrisy generally, that the poor young 
the 


pon him, went directly from the house to 


manner, were so successful in their 


fellow, having infection of the day 
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fruit stand, and bought all the oranges No I tell you. diamonds. diamonds 
pies nd bananas he could not atford s the prettiest S o di > vet some 
lering them to be delivered in sure se more water on it 
tmvsterv the next morn Lhat Pshaw'! ) t's te ‘ 
= ore ~ Shoutd ore | . @ ( rt SIS 
\ y? re eSS s ‘ ( () 
{ SSt ( \ Oo S } 
ug i « l Li l¢ Ss ) ) S < 
S ( ind I To ‘ 
‘ \ s si s ’ I ~t 
f ‘ 107 
N ' 
{ V Ss LO ( (a ( 
Oo 1] 1 i} is } ( 
H tne o | hort a i \ | 
OT thie ed ( < ) , 
“ SS10! i i t pa ( 
r cu ( ro tl 5 il ive civa } A 
On ‘ i st 1 i ) n p 
li is xr aepre \ ! Y Of O ne eve) ) ' 
\ aust ot once i ( s c ite er 
: the borrowed broon A UST a) een t | t nie 
l nd a renewal of the oan ype ¢ stay t 
) refused Mh vashed the S just keel o . 
comber } ! ) ae | i Je 
Vance rh tied nd retied John ! pu ne inst ‘ y ‘ 3 
s bed, each one s rate u mas hit vic ¢ n 
line to some new individual idea « ‘ e bandages over his ankl 
ind sec ! \ lh SUu¢ I Oa I" | ho { elt { Ss a-con 
thie ne, | ohin 4 shou ne olf. Johnnie 
1 such boisterous hilarity { il () te ( ) 
made themselves pos ( Y} It fe ; | , 
r than ever to the ( P ( ye mea 








set of Wigwenses Jan elone@ed i there, now Sa ( 
) lo ) ol n s I \1 feit obl ( ) " in 
t S il Line is no oO ¢ ( ! l iy uu 
n er Trock { i ) 1 tiie ne t ( S 
| airty Spous a around { rt ) Line i ) ) 1 
dl 10 ¢ ] energ ( l ! pa ( ( i ¢ ( 
" the basin be rhand i i It scl I 
na soap Hie iad Isl CO € ! It a 
wm tisfactory task for her hain She ‘ rie tine h , 
od in t centre of s : i) L Sé pra d 
riong ’ Freda 10 S ( if | - y ] f L 
oO her object in fas tion of the ft 
t pat t , | t done nuf! Baby 
e ene ( iid ¢ or} ove yu} e I l i ( > usu 
\ l! id i cy i ( I ( id Ol 1d 0 a ( Ly 
ibbing ie floor at one tin ) Waller »enter S Cla 
oiced over t ibandonment « W hen ul aid ¢ me anc en 
Make eo round and round like’ the door in her habitual despairine wa. 
shells, sis,” suggested Bobbie, in envious thev must. unless thev were altoo er 








admira ion in laAvI«E have been satishea Vil 
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mo tL, the ere hop Jane lighted her lamp and rot out he 
| to ow the delight- — se e that she might think, for one 
( id have to LlK cess er had become hnsepara 
ding shoe off rom the othe She had been a pn 
( 1 nm bot ands ce l ~ 
Here we ar d been hemming, running. stitc] 
ol iit ( \ mn-ho 0 eal ‘ 
Oo Jane} or year ¢ r, first in one, ther 
i ( ‘ J t ol ! ( ( nakers roon ( rl no 
) ind it 1 l ( ( 
e, J dding echapterto chapter, period to peri 
om ( od to , d. 
} ® ( " ( thre 
e were ud by thie \ or t ! 
( ¢ through heavy st ol 
@] | o1 ‘or sp thin 
ned J¢« ove s ! i i nh, ast hic 
S ( she oo} | Se ( 
lin ( vane Ul ‘ e ¢ Oro ls Cx 
( L » mourning ai Oo of mourni 
i ( 1 t tu ) 
KISS ( { old en to lod | id 2 
ne Yr} ( 
) ( nt re orders out 
( c I iWevo? ribbons Dutto 
rot » oO ( eS, Hod Sand € es, cutting o one y 
I mother ear that, di he ! 
! $ l é om. iLie iad outwardly become o}1 
‘ olit » De »as s§ had had igination, she ould have 
‘ na ( said that she vas not a woman ner oO 
oO charms drying up unused upon he) 
pie ( He it got ome de S imp or gnon one « 
to iet e old car mash off is ( ie, In some stole oman s bod 
S ym some d il’s little hell of fas 
course Tippie would ion o 1 Special mission < corruptior 
; fault ought against womankind ; to aid, abet, enc 
fT ! wd} ae alo ace nd prod ICe GISSENSION De een 
and axed the cars ne} i nd ML to temp nto pe 
till I took off my shoe, or of debt and perils of morality: to delude 
yu wain, or to come in beauty and reward with ug@lin 
| is barefooted tow er in pretending to cover; to ¢ 
4 ius W ri me a CLO 1 pl ndin to ide to draw tl 
d I.o sa sidied and arch ice ] 6) ini 1 nter, cut the bod 
| the fortunate possess- lower and lower, the sleeve higher and 
es to do in their prome higher, the skirts narrower and narrowe} 
treets to sh a suggestion to a suspicion, a sus 
ndeed it evening as od picion to a conviction of impropriety; to 
te children as ere to efface standards: to inure to exposure to 
ere a ry all the miracu push flesh and blood forward into ey 
( ull t ( fo er « nee, and the soul backw | 
‘ ( kept then rd into eve reater discredit 
{ a iat \ s more Bu such er hot Jane S thoughts 
ng to sieep, leaving rithnoughn 1 morbid companion at t 
hours, undisturb- work-table gave utterance to similar one 
) \ ibout them, and Her thoughts wandered in other dire« 
t their own favor which tions. They were off and away at the 
ius could by any possibility stitch for beautiful gardens, or for 





sandy shores rippled by the waters of a 














THE CHRISTMAS STORY 


blue lake, under golden skies, listening 

to sweet music, locating the pearly streets 

of heaven. Or they spent millions of 
P 


money in schemes of charity, or went 


on missions to unfortunates; or, coming 





ome, they cleaned, repaired, and beauti 


ed the poverty and disgrace stricken 
domiuciie thev educated Louisa intoa re 

ectable young woman; they made the 
wvs sober, hones 


INGUSLYIOUS 1advOoOrers, 


seeping Dick from gambling, Bobbie from 


OK ne, and Tippie from eatechi on be 
id the cars; they sent the baby toa [ree 
‘ten, and reformed—God help 
hen herold rascally father, bringing him 
from t 1e grog-shop to sit at home of even 


rom his face the 


refining ft yotehes 
nd marks that inerusted the features, 
id hid them from what they were 1n hel 


dish recollections of him There was 


table with a lamp on it; around it they 
sat, she with her sewing, the others 
h newspapers and books. She couid 
the very pattern of the table cover. 
God help her again, and all women who 
on through life after ignis fatuus 
ope, to be led into disappointment and a 
oo! At the end of all the planning, 
eaning, reforming, at some distant point 
a long vista, her thoughts, and her nee 
le too (for it was distinetly officious in 


e process), would marry her to Harry 





\nd then the repose, the caresses, the 
ining on a strong arm, the reclining 
And now, God 


‘ : a singe * 
bless those thoughts which come to lone- 


vainst a strong breast! 


ly women, and give them a taste of the 
love they are never to know, and provide 
them with the mate, family, and home 
which their nature craves, but their desti 
ny denies! 

She had much to think about to-night, 
ut her needle threaded only stitches to 
vether. She was to start anew in life to 
morrow; she had taken the first step al 
re ady : but her feet were alré ady tired and 
apathetic. The children all slept in their 
little beds, quiet and safe. Perhaps if she 
had had to hunt them up, as usual, to 


scold and punish them; if they had been 


unkind, impudent, ungrateful, as usual! 
She shed tears over the bitter thoughts 
that had come to her that day about them, 
the bitter feelings which had lashed her 
on to her own immolation. The vevul 
sion which their change of conduct had 


caused in the judgment of the poor young 


physician was as nothing to that which 





the young Wiggenses caused in the heart 
Vou. LXXVIII.—No. 463.—9 





OF A LITTLE CHURCH. 109 


of their sister, simply by coming in early 
and going to bed quiet 

Hark! how happy the people were out 
side! She threw down her work, opened 
the window, and leaned out Pramping 
by, with bundles under their arms, men 


and women talked and laugned loudly 


full of Christmas plans and presents. The 
market stores were all ablaze with light 
She could hear tireworks a over the 
city; an occasional rocket burst in her ho 
rizon, throwing new constellations over 
the thickly starred heavens she knew 
they came from the aristocratic man 


sions up-town, sent up by servants hidden 
vardens to amuse the silk and 
lace clad jadies in the galleries Bands 
of music crossed each other at street an 

oles: ereat hre-crackers i1lke | istols were 
shot off like minute-guns over a victor, 

und frightening her every time 
W hat joy and merriment there could be 
in the world, and what sorrow and heavi 
ness of heart! W hy was it that only the 
falter portion had come to her The 
children thought it was their naughti 
ness had prevented Santa Claus coming 
to them; what would they say to-morrow 
when their goodness would be found unre- 
warded ? 


Ma f Beth] i! 
How the voices hurt! the quivering, 
crear. negro voices, cl angving every mel 
ody into a dirge, funereal in mind as in 


SKIN. 


How of 
through } 


strels, 


ten at night they had passed 
ier dreams, these street min 


vaking her with tears in her eves, 


and she had loved them for their musical 
gratuity, and gone to sleep again singing 
the tune over to herself,to be lost or forgot 
ten the next day! God may have afflicted 
them, but He had given them the expres 
sion and alleviation of musie. 

‘Eleven o'clock! They would have 
passed this evening together, Harry and 
she, the last evening of their separate 
lives, hand in hand, and No; when 
they were together, it was not all endear 
ment and embrace; that was only in her 
thoughts Why should she think that 
which had never happened, never could 
happen? Why now did she feel his lips 
upon hers?” She hid her face in her 


t 
| 
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hands stifled a moan on her lips. were assassins and drunkards at that cor 
\\ Fi l eart Involul larily her 
in Janey, Janey, what is the matte: 
VW it « 1 s going o it’ the Where are you going ? Janey , 
( el croggery here her father Harry's arms held her; Harry’s voic 
| t ye te? te il rit rit | cs Vi is 1h) hel | irs He had V riled a t 
! VW ere t omen Lean promised the parson—waited until n 
. > I ist vil on the litth OX Ste 
ipp e fire ers, how ¢ d 1 front of her house The bells we 
e poli py the Murder could st going to ring no 
Ali r cover ol iit la itt oman! tt I 
H OK d fo ird to to Kor she « to him so, she cried 
t ! high-tempered ove I mn, She ssea his tace, iis eve 
HH He 1 ibout some things bea his hands—his hard, heavy, mul 
d m a bette r it driving hands 
God | ) tL was inv aut Harry, Harry, Harry. darling 
roiie . ‘ i al ( tal ed il ‘| I Vas Lie Waly she ilw ivs ( i t 
‘ » herse \ blac } to ( but it was the first tin 
( L tig ( ra I ro I her ra i@ Hada ¢€ heard he 
( rhaps she is t well, perhaps Harry, ma rong: Harry, | can 
ed too hard, and, and f Le t e without vou 
had wv ed Would Har gro to the What a maddening jubilation! w 
ishes Wasn't ilways awo- peal e bells were ringing about I 
S lit W na l el to the de Ss i true happy reunited ( ers l 
‘ id i} » save her little brothers — the orld were pulling at the ropes ends 
from it W it Immediate dangel 
threat ‘ em Har? had no sister, no Herbert remained alone in the church 
fx >» look afte m—Harry.who had to his meditations, for which eightee 
ive é ( the constant love-tokens centurie have furnished the soil, and 
il l el na cade Her hea ech, even 1 i Chrmstmas story per 
s vettl bevond her cor re bo nd h pS cCanno with d secretion be revea ed 
ng, leaping, demanding, « yy eraving Whether he wandered up and down the 
Harry Harrv! no brother, no sister. no narrow aisles, or whether he stood in the 
father—only Harry, her promised hus- dark, with his head against the walls, 
rand SI} vas so weak and tired, so staring blankly before him, or whether he 
hely ss against this sudden heart fury sat in a pew, his face in his hands, or 
W ou lie Oo Straight home ali me lookit gy up at the e eap radiant star over 
tint dat thir @ hard t nes the aitar whether he fell on his knees 
of me; or would he go to a saloon too,and before the altar, murmurit inarticulate 
ea ull night o She had once words of prayer, or shedding tears on thie 
take S ] tol from him. and made him yreen ieaves, oO1 cried Avaunt!” to lurk 
romise 1 er to wear it again Would ing Satans, or shut his lips to keep back 
‘ imain and get married! There the rising tumult in his heart, it was in 
vere fe omen who would not be glad tended for none but the eye of Him whom 
of him for a husband, and she had thrown the star typified 
m off r what Nothing To think Oh. the sadness that comes on Christ 
that r life ould go on the better with mas Eve! All the noise and merriment 
0 And the children, why should is but to neutralize it Never does time 
ne ive ( ed to train them, her appear to move so fast, and good resolu 
} ad { ) bre hey it mut hin no tions so slow never does childhood ap 
’ e, no pear so beautiful, or so remote; never 
hat was pistol this time! again, does innocence appear more heavenly, 
1 un ini vain mcreams, Oaths, a rush ol more in possible: never do long nes 
Ing ere 1 cry of murder! “Harry! for the dead and gone so wring and tor 
Hart She rushed from the room tothe ture the heart; never does the hard real+ 
street She would pierce the crowd; she ity of the present so clash with anticipa 
would tear her way through; if he were tions of what it was to be—as when, hour 
there, she would drag him out; if he were after hour, Christmas Eve passes, and, 
shot, it was she had disarmed him. There hour after hour, Christmas approaches, 
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Herbert struggled to make the present 


one vield some mitigations of future ones; 


some recollection which would stand out 


(‘hristmas Eves to come, and challenge 


the black spectre of despondency that 
slides in midnight hours to whisper in 

e ear of the conscientious, ‘* Thou hast 
ailer And if any prayer addressed at 


a moment might be recorded by pro- 
hands, it was the prayer that rose 
from his heart to that effect 
And he felt that the answer would 
come to him, not in the church, but out 
there in the multitude, surging and roll- 
out noise, leaving now and then a 
et here, a voice there, cast up solitary 
ind shrill on the air 


Out there were hands to be clasped, 


irts to be raised: out there sympathy, 
mpanlionship, love out there a whole 
pulation for a desolate, loving heart 


ut there, where the barefooted Vision 
ilked, were sisters and brothers at this 
ynent waiting for them both—sisters 


(IOUS, political, 


1d brothers in spite of reli 


incial, racial separations. 


The aceordion was tired and tripping, 
ie voices thin and irregular; both were 


n their last round. 


The words ran together and stopped 
suddenly, as if butting against a wall; the 
tune had been lost in the various transmi 
‘** Would it be safe to 
Had He no 


more use for His little chureh to night 


gration of voices. 


leave the door open now 


should come and find it closed 


against Him 
He roert did not shut il T) Davo fan 
ly hung around their shop like bunches 


f 


ot their own tropical truits, gorgeous in 


9 
their bright clothes, which nature must 
have furnished and renewed from year to 
year, like foliage, so harmonious and un 
conventional were they Maria with her 
adress open perhaps a trifle too much over 


the thick yeiiow skin, for nature is not 


prudish; but there was a long lock of 


black hair to fall across it, just where 


baby hands could clutch and play with 
it. Every year there was a new bloom, 


so to speak, around the 


to toy with the hair and lie on the breast, 
to be weaned afterward by Marianna, and 


door; a new baby 
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then turned out with the rest into the 


} 


whole street for nursery They slept on 


the stem as their fruit did, forall the street 


knew to the contrary, the latest retirers 
and the earliest risers never hitting on the 


moment when their banquette was empty 


or their house tull Thev were doing a 


all 


the forces of the family Salvatore, Maria, 


r DUSINeSS LILIS evening, unl 


rushin 
Marianna, down to the last 1 tongue 
for English in which to negotiate it 
The great thoroughfare stil held its 
throng, but the ovrililant shops looked 
rifled and empty; the tired clerks leaned 
pale and } iveard over thelr disordered 
counters; the flower women were gone, 
the street booths were being covered up, 
buying and selling were over, yet still 
the moving filled the ban 


procession 
quettes and blocked the corners The 
theatres were discharging their audiences, 
the great octagonal circus oi mg forth 
as if it had hidden inside some inex 
haustible source of human bei: os The 
easy-swinging doors of the saloons swal 
lowed some in as they pa sed: some went 
in to the grand entrances of the social 


clubs; the cars carried loads of them 
away, skimming off by degrees the more 
respectabie element, and all the women 
The harmless pe riod of JOUILY Was pass 


ing; the horns were instruments of dis 


turbance and annoyance; the fire-crack 
ers were loud, and left behind them the 
reekings of gunpowder: evil-looking men 
in shabby garments prowled about their 


lairs in obscure side streets and dark al 
ley Ways 
Almost midnight! Almost Christmas 


morning! 


Once! Four, five, six times! too quick 
for counting—well-known sharp reports 
fell on the air: pistol] shots, no hre-crack 
ers: the imitation sound, after all, was 
imperfect A rush of men out of a side 


street, with the fear of murder and the 
witness box behind them, gives the cle 
to the curious 

* Killed 

‘**How many ?” 

‘Not dead ve 4g 

“Who did it?” 

The galloping horses of the ambulance 
£0 by ; policemen lead through the crowd 
three suddenly sobered pale faced men, 
one with a pistol still in his hand. The 
ambulance returns slowly, and a cab 
with men in it trying to hold erect an in 


ert body; then the bells, which had been 
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waiting a vear for this moment aled 
Wilh all their might ind Drazenuuess 
the big Cu C » Lhe ittie bells 
ch ( elis § ! ning Lie hire 
| oO ous every bell 
‘ 1 n t ind depot, tril 

i l i Ol B Ss tiona 

I i- we rood ere i 
oon 1, Oh earth as ihn 

| . * ( pS and steam 

( i ed like slee ! 

t and inertne 

t ny ip the cr 

i SLealtil VtiLis S Ie oO 

l i nal nd beast Ke accom 
pea I man rejoicing 
oO t I i ho iad brealh or 
oO ‘ rks left expended them 

I ie first ve munutes o 

‘ reat I rn 

ti é oO ved t pell that « illed Lo 
m O ma in the cathedral, down 
1 ) street overhung Vilh narrow 
ul rk of baleonies, following the fil 
ot vorshippers contributed from every 


bronze eq 


lestrian Statue 


: square gleamed like Siiver throug! 
a coating of dew the sharp electric hight 
pierced the hidden places of the roses and 
jasmines hose perfume freighted the 
i to ! iVviness Through the open 
doors of the cathedral the ehts of the 
iltar were seen, over an undistinguish 
able mass of heads; the steps in the pos 
SeSS1 1 oOo L moo pushing and elbowing 
tor entrance negro aces under head 
Ker : rite races inder laces, still 


rom the dance, lips stil! wet with 


Chahipa ie Live reasy jacket ( f the 


boot wk rubb vainst a dress-coat 





the calico sacque of tone ‘*marchande 


brushing aside a silk cloak from bare 


shouiders The cross vraunt old uniform 
burrowed in the cro vd. reduk 
with 


staff the irreverent, collaring small boys, 


ed 5 


L1Sst 


he loud-mouthed, tapping his 


und ecufl them all the way out to the 
street. The sleepy indifferent priest mum 
b e prayers to the sleepy indifferent 
saints niched in the lark ess above The 
mote ongregation arrested their conver 
sation to make the sign of the cross, or 
dropped momentarily on one knee; untii 
the familiar voice of the favorite opera 
singer sings the ‘‘Cantique de Noél.” 

Noél! Noél! 

\ hush falls on them all. Even the 


‘gin, in her gaudy incarnation of paint 
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frilt, must be 
rhtless, 


ana 


Even the 


the wicked 
4 


Ltripre ssed. 


most tho the vildest, 


est, must pause for that one moment of 
singing 
al hat do 


feel and th 


Herbert 


men and women like thos 





InK In SUCh a pause 


looked at a group, staving the 


laughing and jesting and undue fam 
arities of hand and tongue The hymn 
was end one jast note thrilling t 
air, the current of people already sett 


toward the street again 


W here is 


yvounge Ww 


Herbert e¢ 


Oman DV an Msp 


your baby 


blazonry of silk and 


jewels—the asylum girl 

Her face paied as it did that after 
noon on the chancel steps, showing on 
each cheek a spot of rouge in startling 
reliel 

My DADY 

mhe tried to say it derisively, tried to 

make her pretty eyes tlash at him, tried 


to throw off his hand, tried to laugh 
t] In vain 


e 
unl 


with 
The mother in her 
with all her etfort 
nothing was left of her but a weak 


others 


deserted the woman: 


, trem 


Diing : aslly, conscience-stricken erea 





ture, with breasts throbbing wildly, hands 
eraving their burden, and a heart which 
the the 
i@ Champagne revelry, had been 
to 


where she had deserted her own flesh 


all through dinner and opera, 


and the 


draggit her back—back 


the ate ps 


and blood 


The men, elegant and discreet, looked 


the 
they were older than she. 


before them: women tittered, whis 


pered, pointed ; 


The crowd carried them all off, leaving 


her standing by the young pastor 
‘Have you put it in an asylum ?” 
‘No! no! no! 
Take me to it 
He took her hand and led her out, 


pulling her along for a square or two; 


then she led him, increasing her speed, 
as the bad spell on her weakened, faster 
and faster, until, almost in a run, she 


reached the bright lights of the broad 


She pulled him across it, 
after 


thoroughtiare 


and on, on, past house house, to 


where his little church stood gray and 


shadowy in the night. Up to the church, 
to the steps, up the steps to the corner 
appropriated by the Sicilian Marianna 

Gone! she 
She 


“Gone! My baby gone!” 


} 
knees 


her 
and felt the place with her hands, 


screamed. got down on 


roing 


a pin. 





over and over it, as if searching for 














‘Could it have 
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She rush 
} 


rolle d dow n 


ed out in the banquette and looked up 
and down; she bent over the gutter and 
plunged her hands in the slime and mud 
“My baby! My baby Gone! | put it 
ere—right here’—laving her hand on 


‘where the little 
ild have found it, taken care of it, 
a il Every day I’ve seen her here 

ced like the picture of the Virgin 


You abandoned it 


or it 2?” He could not ask the ques 


Wiiy should you 
her as she stood illogical \ In 
equentiy veeping and wrihging her 
ds, her hat and feathers awry, her 
WrihkK ed gloves vet to the 
bow with wutter mud. From all ete: 


vomen have been motl 


faithless momentarily 


‘T resisted. I resisted. but the Christ 
iS coming Lhe noise, the lights, the 
ec, the fre-crackers they calied me 


is they called me out of the asylum, 
wor d It was the 


My baby ! 


She W ill be 


it into life, into the 


evil again at me the devil! 
Ly pretty little DADS sent 
o the police-station; she will be put in 
in asvlum, to be called out, as I was, by 


vho w 


the devil She will be taken by people 


beat her, by negroes who will 


evrade and corrupt her 


The little Dago 
virl would have been kind to her. |] 
ould have seen her every day My 
iby! Now lve lost her forever 


Marianna did not wait for the bell from 
her own fosterling church, for she knew 


that 1t was too poor to possess one But 
1] 


about the time for the other bells to ring, 


1 


she ran in from her oyster and banana 
Nocrowd, 
no lights, no music. She slipped through 


Was this a church on 


selling to midnight massthere 
th * open door 
Christmas Eve? 

It could not have been finer in heaven 
itself than at San Antonio’s, their patron 
The stable, the oxen 
Men, 
and St. Joseph—all life-size and death-stiff. 
i the 


candles 


saint’s, last 
the manger, the Virgin, the Wise 


year 


And not even in heaven, unless it 
Italian quarter of it, could the 
(creat monoliths of wax with orchidaceous 


efflorescence, only slightly yellow with 
age), the gilt and silver, the paper flowers 
And the vo 
they 


hung around like the gleanings of a bat 


and coloring, be excelled. 


tive legs, arms, hearts, hands, eyes 


tle-field: and the mental and moral cures, 
san 


with the printed acknowledgments 
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Antonio must surely have thought of the 
decoration Of his own ¢ irch when he un 
dertook so many mirac 


Here 


churel! was i! hg ibs ileLy 
noth ing bu Sad g Hn ieu ene } l 
down at the altar If there had been 
nlv a Bar o for the « mn r! 
Could not God, who se} I Ss in 
quantities on the ask ives ed one 
poor | e intant for S cradi¢ W hy 
aid not Lie pa ro Suall Ol ( rehi 


emulate the example of the ndustrious 
San Anto Not one image Not one 
ex voto No a flower o1 rt Sie 
ooked at Pepe in -her arms, and at Lie 
font Her was the ecrad rt swhere 
the Bambino should lie. But Pepe was 
far be vond the age and Canhiimess for the 
rol his time of dismissal was about 
COTE precocious aS he was, he had not 
earned to crawla moment too soon The 
rich ladies of the neighborhood might 


have given a Bambino. or loaned one of 


thelr own 


‘Marianna! Marianna her mother 
Maria would have sent her voice 
Vatican 
Holy Father 


would hardly have dared adeter obedience, 


called 
, 

into the very when shi Vas 1n 

F 


a temper: and the imse 


little girl ran by her corner of the 


steps Who had been invading it her 
own temper now rising rhe bundle fell 
open at her touch, exposing the contents. 

‘**A Bambino! a Bambino! God has 
sent a Bambino!” A beaut Bambino, 
clean and white, with naked feet and 


hands She dropped Pe pe, al d carrie d it 


in quickly, and laid it on the green couch 
in the baptismal font in time for the first 
stroke of the great bell that led the ring 
ine choral, over-ringing her mother’s vo- 


‘Marianna! Marianna! 


ciierous 


roing asked Her 


‘Where are you 
bert, taking the girl by her wrist again 
Nowhere! nowhere! There's no place 


for me to go on earth My baby! my 


baby!” She tried to break from him. 
‘*‘Let me go! let me go! I’ve lost my 
child! WUve killed her! Let me kill my 
self too!” 

Her voice was loud and violent Peo 


ple passing by turned back to iook at the 


desperate woman in str ivwofvie with a@ Wath. 

There was one place open for her and 
all like her; the host was standing in the 
Herbert lifted her, 
still struggling up the steps, and carried 


her, tight and fast in his arms, to the spot 


door to welcome her. 
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vhere she had fallen prostrate, a broken, 


helpless creature olfering her child to the 


\ e star shone over the place 
He ( es ere quik er than his, t t she 
ho tit a tantasy her poor brain had 
beer oO ( traught she had been seeing 
t} ma sO hone tor weary weary 
mont nro the glaze of fever atthe 
hos ‘ through = sutfering privatio 
temptation She had just been seeing it 
t. stole treated, dead She could 
is esnol he ¢ osed them on 
( Dub the uuld not stay closed 
Hie thought her ery as maniacal, and 
e1 ! l¢ Ly wd ScaLlerihg fit 
or} ! Pro helo 
| wave her to blin and now He hus 
eiven her back to me See! see! Ll gave 
her to Him, and now He has given her 
back to me She held the Bambino tow 


With the fear of the committee before 


his eyes, Herbert replaced, as well as le 
could, the Ohtal Gecorations, artiully ti 
ng to suggest in the replacement an im 
pending top-heaviness 


\\ nere ire vou going now 


If he could only have seen the radiance 
the sweet holy radiance of her face 
Home! home with my baby—my 
echida 


bmp eure rolled and 


yled over a protesting accordion 


Yes sir' thatsso!' The words ¢ nded 


The little ehureh had a grand conegr 
ition, a most surprising congregation, for 


Christmas Day Everybody who was 


anyoody in the neighborhood seemed to 


be vetting up too late for any but the one 
r irch—the gentlemen could not finish 
their breakfasts n time, nor the ladies 


dress themselves sufficiently fine, nor the 
children be made ready, for the fashiona 
ble churches up-town All came. The 
nobodies of the neighborhood all came 
hot from dusting and sweeping and wash 
ing up dishes; the cooks ran in pulling 
down their sleeves, the maids with their 
CaDs and aprons; the passe rs by stopped 
in for a prayer or two; and all the roving 
churchless Christians, who could not pay 
pew rent anywhere, or who had_ been 
dropped by their pastors or shunned by 
other church officers as irretrievables—the 


little chureh gathered them all in; not 


only them, but their offerings—big dona 
tions intended for bigger churches, and 
the mites which were too small for a 
church but this one. The young gentk 
men from the boarding-house came ove! 
at least in time for the plate, and those 
vho could not come sent crumpled bank 
DILIS bY their colored walters. 

The music was wretched, every on 
said, the sermon more commonplace than 
ever, the reading miserable, the decor; 
1Ons paltry But it was soon ovel a 


compensating merit fully appreciated DY 


e members of the clubs just around the 


corner, bv twelve o'clock they were a 


= 


except a tall, burly, shy man 





le, pale, trembling lady, and 
a long tile of children afflicted with irre 
pressible hilarity, munching apples and 
Whispering their admiration over the agilk 


performances of a lame boy on a ne 


lL took your advice last night, sir, and 
[ hope you will marry us this morning 
Sit lve got her now, and shesha’n't O1LVe 
me the Slip again 

There was no need to answer this, but 

ynan-like the bride would have atte mpt 
ed it if Herbert had not immediately con 
meneced the marriage service. The de- 
lighted vestry, with their pocket-handker 
chiefs tied to bursting over the bills 
rade-dollars, halves, quarters, dimes, and 
picayunes taken up in the collection, acted 
aus witnesses, and gave the bride away in a 
body, co lecting their kisses, however (or 
they would not have been in the vestry) 
singly and individually. They shook 
hands with the groom and tipped the 
children, from Louisa to Baby. 

W hen they were all leaving the church 
together, beaming under the load of Merry 
Christmases they had received and Merry 
Christmases they had given, who should 
ippear W ith the greatest alae ity from the 
corner where she and her curiosity had 
been concealed but Mrs. Bunnyfeather, 
note-book in hand,and mindful as ever of 
her duty as secretary of the Sunday-school 
chapter. Notoneof those little Wiggenses 
was allowed to depart until the last name, 
age, and sex had been registered as Sun 
day-school scholars, membership to com 
mence that very evening at the Sunday 
school Christmas tree, on which, she as 
sured them, Santa Claus had hung a pre- 
sent for each one of them by name. Sur 
prising as it may seem, such really turned 


out to be the case—not one was forgotten. 




















THE MEN OF THE ALAMO. 
BY JAMES JEFFREY ROCHI 


fqXO Houston at Gonzales town, ride, Ranger, for vour life 
Nor stop to say good-by to-day to home or child or wife 
But pass the word from ranch to ranch, to every Texat \ 
That fifty hundred Mexicans have crossed the Nueces 
With Castrillon and perjured Cos, Sesma and Almont 





And Santa Anna ravenous for vengeance and for prev 
They smite the land with fire and sword; the grass shall never \ 
Where northward s veeps that locust horde m San At 
Now ho | bar the foeman’s path, to gain a breatl 
Till Houston and his scattered men shall meet him face 
Who holds his life as less than naught when home and honot 
And counts the guerdon full and fair for liberty to fal 
Oh, who but Barrett Travis, the bravest of them all 
With sevenscore of riflemen to play the rancher’s gam 
And feed a counter-fire to halt the sweeping prairie flam« 
ror Bowie of the broken blade is there to cheer them 
With Evans of Concepcion, who conquered Castrillor 
And o’er their heads the Lone Star flag defiant floats on high 
And no man thinks of yielding, and no man fears to 
1 a week a cry is le 1 wil it 
eal, the Rangers’ ringing shou 
ess boys have bravely hewed the way 
VI to conquer if they may 





Was ever bravery so cheap in Glorvy’s mart before 
In all the days of chivalry, in all the deeds of war‘ 


But once again the foemen gaze in wonderment and fear 
To see a stranger break their lines and hear the Texans cheer 


God! how they cheered to welcome him, those spel and starvil nen! 


For Davy Crockett by their side was worth an army then 
The wounded ones forgot their wounds; the dying drew a breath 
To hail the king of border men, then turned to laugh at death 


For all knew Davy Crockett, blithe and generous as bold 





And strong and rugged as the quartz that hides its heart of ld 
His simple creed for word or deed true as the bullet sped 

And rung the target straight: ‘‘Be sure you're right, then go ahead!” 
And wert they richt who fought the ficht for Texas bv his side 
They questioned not; they faltered not; they only fought and died 
Who hath an enemy like these, God's mercy slay him straight 

A thousand Mexicans lay dead outside the Convent gat 

Aud half a thousand more must die before the fortress falls 

And still the tide of war beats high around the ‘leaguered walls 

At last the bloody breach is won; the weakened lines give way 

The wolves are swarming in the court: the lions stand at bay 

The leader meets them at the breach, and wins the soldier’s prize 

A foeman’s bosom sheathes his sword when gallant Travis dies 

Now let the victor feast at will until his crest be red 

We may not know what raptures fill the vulture with the dead 

Let Santa Anna’s valiant sword right bravely hew and hack 

The senseless corse: its hands are cold; they will not strike him ick 


Let Bowie die, but ware the hand that wields his deadly knife 
Four went to slay, and one comes back, so dear he sells his lif 
And last of all let Crockett fall, too proud to sue for grac 
So grand in death the butcher dared not look upon his fa 


But far on San Jacinto’s field the Texan toils are set 

And Alamo’s dread memory the Texan steel shall whet 

And Fame shall tell their deeds who fell till all the years be run 
‘‘Thermopyle left one alive—the Alamo left none.” — 











MORGAN. 


BY EDMUND CLARENCE STEDMAN 


()" what a set of Vagabundos 
Sons of Neptune, sons of Mars, 





I 
Raked from fodos otros mundos. 
Lasecars, Gascous, Portsmouth tars, 
llow, 
Blades to Mee and Molly dear, 


Ott to cupture Porto Be llo 


Prison mate and dock-yard fe 


Sailed with Morgan the Buccaneer! 


Out they voyaged from Port Royal 
(Fathoms deep its ruins be 

Pier and convent, fortress loyal, 
Sunk beneath the gaping sea 

On the Spaniard’s beach they landed, 
Dead to pity void of fear 

Round Lheilr blood red flag embanded, 


Led »\ Morean the Buccaneer 


Dawn till dusk they stormed the castle, 
Beat the rates and oralings down: 
Then, with ruthless rout and wassail, 
Night and day they sacked the town, 
Staved the bins its cellars boasted 
Port and Lisbon, tier on tier 


) iatfed to heart’s content, and toasted 
Harry Morgan the Buceanee 





Stripped the ehureh and monastery, 
Racked the prior for his gold, 
With the traders’ wives made merry, 
Lipped the voung and mocked the old, 
Diced for hapless seforitas 
Sire and brother bound anear), 
Donnas, Inas, Manuelitas, 


Cursing Morgan the Buceaneer. 


Lust and rapine, flame and slaughter, 
Foravyed with the Welshman grim: 
“Take my pesos, spare my daughter!” 

Ha! ha!” roared that devil's limb, 
“These shall jingle In Our pouches 
She with us shall find good cheer 
Lash the gray beard till he crouches!” 
Shouted Morgan the Buccaneer, 


Out 





rain through reef and breaker. 
While the Spaniard moaned his fate, 
Back they voyaged to Jamaica, 
Flush with doubloons, coins of eight, 
Crosses wrung from Pop sh varlets, 


Jewels torn from arm and ear, 


Jesu! how the Jews and harlots 
W eleomed Morgan the Buecaneer! 














THE FRONT YARD 
BY CONSTANCE FENIMORE WOOLSON 


TELL, now, with Gooster at work low stone wall, a bundle 
in the per-dairy, and Bepper set f twigs, anda sickle laid 
dat last a 


s help in good family, and r. On her back was 


Parlo and Squawly g to Perugia, and deep basket, almost as 
Soonter taken DY the nuns, and Jo Vanny she had loosened the str: 
ining the carpe nter’s trade and Only could Sit down This Daske 
Nounce left for me to see to et alone’ one could tell that from the re] 
(Jranmar, of course, and Pippe r and old of hie r shoulders relic ved from 
it doos seem, it really doos, as if 1 for the moment, as its end rested 
done sometime: say next fallen block on the other side 
rth of July, now; that’s only ten Her feet were bare, her 
months off. ’Twould be something to cotton gown, covered in Ttront 
celebrate the day with, that would; some by a dark cotton apron; on her he: 
hing like!” a straw bonnet, which had behind : 
The woman through whose mind these cape of brown ribbon three inches dec p, 
thoughts were passing Was sitting on a nd in front bro strings of the same 


brown, care fully ued ina DOW, with the 
loops pulled out to their full vidth and 
pinned on each side of her chin This 
bonnet, very clean and decent (the rib 
bons had evidently been washed more 
than once), was of old-fashioned shape, 
projecting beyond the wearer fore 
head and cheeks Within its tube her 
face could be seen, with its dee ply brown 
ed skin, its large irregular features, 
smooth, thin white hair, and blue eyes, 
still bright, set amid a bed of wrinkles 
She was sixty yvears old, tall and broad 
shouldered. She had once been remark 
ably erect and strong This strength had 
been consumed more by constant toil than 
by the approach of 
it Was not 
rone yet ; the 
great basket showed 
that In addition, 
he reves spoke aian 
guage which told of 
nergy that would 
last as long as her 
breath 
These eye ere 
fixed now ipon a 
low building that 
, ’ stood at a little 
Sane \ ag 
SU AN 
NN) \ 


tance adirecti\ 

the path It was 
small and ancient, 
built of stone, with 
a sloping rool and 
black door There 
were no WwW indows: 
through this door 
“rwoULD BE SOMETHING TO CELEBRATE THE DAY WITH, THAT WOULD.” entered the only 
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z SS a 

‘se Re i ae 

* $i S ? 

at a 

5 Nid I CAS \ Hi I 

I ABOVE ASSIS 

lig and al Outside were two large 
heaps of refuse, one of which had been 
there so long that thick matted herbag« 
was growing vigorously over its top 
Bars cuarded the entrance; 1t was 1M pos 
sible to see what was within But the 
woman Knew ithout seeing shea wavs 
Kne It had been a cov it had been 
oats it had been pigs, and then froats 
ag n for the past two years if had been 
pigs steadily—always pigs Her eyes 
were xed upon this door as if held there 
by a magnet; her mouth fell open a little 
as she gazed; her hands lay loose in het 
lap. There is nothing new in the pic 
ture certainly But the intensity of her 
feelin made it in one Way always re 

If love wakes freshly every morning, so 


does hate, and Prudence Wil 


cin had hated 


that cow-shed for years 

The bells down in the town began to 
ring the Angelus. She woke from her 
I erie, rebuckled the straps of the bas 
ket, and adjusting it by a jerk of her 
S ioulde rs ih ls pl ice on her back, she 
took the fagot in one hand, the bundle of 
herbs in the other, and carrying the sickle 
inder her arm, toiled slowly up the as 
cent, going round the cow-shed, as the in 
terrupted path too went round it, in an un 
paved provisional sort of way vhich had, 
however, lasted fifty years), and giving a 
wave of her herbs toward the otfending 
blac door as she passed a gesture that 
was almost triumphant Jest you wait 


till next Fourth of July, you indecent old 
Antiquity 
thinking 


you This was what she was 


Prudence 


Wilkin’s idea of Antiquity 
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was everything that was « 


and dirty; indecent Antiq 





tv meant the same quatit 
increased to a degree t 
vas monstrous, a decree t 
the most profligate Imag 
nation of Ledham Ne 


Hampshire would ne 


have been able to conceive 
as natural] eood deal of th 
Antiquity in Assisi, her present 


lva 


t \ 


she Ww wien she dae 


Vasa Sal 
to that picturesque town; thi 
great triple church of St. Francis. she 
never entered; the magnificent view « 


the valley, the serene vast Umbrian plan 


she never noticed; but the ste ep, narroy 
} 


with rarbace here and there, th: 


streets 


crowding me houses, centuries old 


from whose court-vard doors issued odors 


indescribable—these she knew well, an 


detested with all her soul Her deepest 
f loathing, howe ver, was reserved 


lor the ¢€ special Antiquity that blocked he 
own front path, that elbowed 
fi 


her ow1 


ont door, this noisome stable or sty {oO} 


it was now one, now the other—which sh¢ 


had hated and abhorred for sixteen long 
ars 


se 


Kor it was just sixteen years ago th 





month sinee she had first entered the hi 

town of St. Francis. She had not ente: 
ed it alone, but in the company of a hand 
some bridegroom, Antonio Guadagni by 


name, and so happy was she that ever 
thing had to 
these same steep streets with their ancient 


seemed her enchanting 


dwellings, the same dirt, the same ye 


the 


leisure 
And when her Tonio 
through the town and up this 


ness same continuous and 


causeless beatitude. 
her 


took 


second ascent to the squalid little houss 


where, staring and laughing and crowd 


ine nearer to look at her, she found his 


family assembled, innumerable children 


they seemed innumerable then), a bed 


ridden grandam, a disreputable old uncle 





vho began to compliment her), even this 
did not appear a burden, though of course 
For Tonio had told her, 
sadly, that he was ‘‘all alone in the world 


it was a surprise. 
It had been one of the reasons why she 
that she might 
a home for so desolate a man 


had wished to marry him 
make 

The home was already made, and it was 
full. 


ed, with shouts of laughter, in which all 


some what Desolate Tonio explain 


the assemblage joined, that seven of the 
children were his, the eighth being an 

















THE 


yrphan nephew left to his care; his wife 


id died eight months before, and this 
is her crandmother on the bed there: 
this her good old uncle, a very accom 


is ied had 


Mrs. Guadagni number two had excellent 


man, who written sonnets 


powers of vision, but she w never able 


Vas 


to discover the goodness of this accom 
plished uncle; it was a quality which, like 
the beneficence of angels, one is obliged 
to take on trust. 

She was forty-five, a New England wo- 
who had 


come to Italy as companion and attendant 


man, with some small savings 


toa distant cousin, an invalid with money. 
The cousin had died suddenly at Perugia, 
und 


returning to Ledham with her effects to 


Prudence had allowed the chance of 


pass by unnoticed—a remarkable lapse of 


the quality of which her first name w: 


S 
the exponent, regarding which her whole 
ife hitherto had been one sharply outlined 
example. This lapse was due to her havy- 
ng already become the captive of this 
handsome, this irresistible, this w holly un 
expected Tonio, who was serving as wait 


er in the Perugian inn. Divining her 


savings, and seeing with his own eyes her 
this cood 


to 


vonderful strength and energy, 


natured reprobate had made | 


ve her 


i little in the facile Italian way, and the 


poor plain simple-hearted spinster, to 
yhnom no one had ever spoken a word of 
gallantry in all her life before, had been 
complete ly swept otf her balance by the 


novelty of it, and by the thronging new 
King 


s speaking dark eyes, and ardent en 


sensations which his few 
h 


lish words, 


treaties roused in her maiden breast lt 


madness (who has 


was herone moment o 
had one ¢). him, mar 


not She married 


velling a little inwardly when he required 
her to) walk to Assisi, but content 


that 


to walk 
to China if 


When 


the height and saw its crowd of occupants, 


should be his pleasure. 


she 


reached the squalid house on 


when her own money was demanded to 
send. down to Assisi to purchase the wed 
aingr dinner, then sne understood Why 


thev’ had walked. 

ISut she never understood anything else 
She never permitted herself to understand 
Tonio, plump and idle, enjoyed a year of 
par adisiacal opulence under her ministra 


he 


ways eighteen years younger than she was; 


tioms (and in spite of some of them 
it ywas natural that he should wish to en 
jow he 


At the end of twelve months a 


on a larger scale than hers—so 


tohd her. 
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fever carried him off, and his widow, who 
mourned for him with all her heart, was 
left to face the world with the eight chil 





dren, the grandmother, the 


food old uncle, 
and whatever eourage sh was able to 
muster after counting over and over the 
eighty-five dollars that alone remained to 


her of the six hundred she had brought 
filth 
Of course she could have fone back LO 


her own country. But that idea never 
once occurred to her; she had married 
Tonio for better or worse: she could not 


in honor desert the worst now that it had 


come. It had come in force; on the very 
day of the funeral she had been obliged 
to work eight hours: on every day that 
had followed through all these years, the 


hours had been on an average fourteen ; 


sometimes more 


Bent under her basket, the widow now 
arrived at the back door of her home. It 
was a small narrow house, built of rough 


bright 
iv without, it 


stones plastered over and painted 
But though thus g 
the few 
small, and their four |] 


vellow. 


was dark within: windows were 


very ce panes of 


thick glass were covered with an iron 


erating: there was no elevation above the 


ground, the brick floor inside 


being of the 
same level as the flagging of the path 
without, so that there was always a sense 
of groping when one entered the low 
door There were but four rooms, the 


kitchen, with a bedroom opening from it, 


and two chambers above under the slop 
ing roof 


Prudence unstrapped her basket and 


placed it in a wood-shed which she had 


kor 
she could not comprehend a house without 


constructed with her own hands 


a wood-shed: she ealled it a wood-shed 
though there was 


Assisi 


for cooking the Vb 


verv little wood to put 


in it: in no one made fire for 


warmth; 


irned twigs 


She hung up the fagot (it was a fagot of 
twigs), the herbs, and the sickle then 
ifter giving her narrow skirts a shake 


»entered the kitchen 





There was a bed in this room Gra 


mar would not allow it to be moved else 


where: her bed had always been 


kitchen, and in the kitchen it should re 


main; ho 


to 


would 
had 


liked to have her dear old granmar there, 


one but Denza, indeed 


sh shove her off Annunziata 


where she could see for herself that she 


was having everything she needed; but 
Annunziata had been an angel of good 
, 4 
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é ri 1 aeare t enutl 
) t on CoO © ‘ 
1) " \ (ara out 
I i ‘ ‘ i 
{ ‘ 1 «© ( ‘ 
! t ca Te ent re 
t i \) 1? j i ‘ 
N Live ( e1 l ‘ 
‘ " id er ? 
‘ eal 
1 nad een 
( ( ) 1 An 
| G rest Nn 
1 « ) ira ¢ n 
Hel ered 
mea f pon 
i ( mil iS 1) 
‘ ‘ ) a) { 
‘ e nose, 2 a 
I tyre) ( i ( _ 
> WOU ) eu 
1! ( ©) oes i 
Li l vou do ray 
d I ence entered 
\ i id atl 0 ( 
ce i i irs Lp 
N ta ere has been as 
isas ‘ ehold hie 
ii ) ein } isant Italiat 1 tongue 
Chi Mrs (7;uadacn Chie seconda Ca ed 
Le ) ie Ta from Prudenza, the 
| of st ume) NOW spoke 
read enough, tho 1 alter a tashion 
0 r ¢ sne remamed airways con 
ced eB in iS Sinip iunati 
rt shh Spoiled C)ne or the 
ehiid named Pasquale She ealled 
Sq dl ea s believed that 
Lie ( in rom. thre rength of his in 
ta c manv other words impressed 
tit e Sallie 
S oO made no reply to Granmar’'s 
complaints save to give one business-like 
ok toward the bed to see whether the 
| \ ere proper vijyusted for the 
Oo creature's comfort: then she crossed 
the room toward the stove, a large an 
ciel construct nh ¢ ricks, with two or 
three small depressions over which an 
iron pot could be set 
Wi Nounee she said to a girl 
who is sitting there on a little bench. 
’ The tone of her voice was kindly ; sne 
looked to see if a fire had been made A 
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co S STROUICE ed ith OnE of the HO 

Good said Prudence, comn 

\) \ ron ( ed Git r 
( ( ood hen 4 told 
) t ( { oO make n ‘ 

i t « ( ia arop ¢ 
I 
na ) ! and he oO a . .* 
she Int, the toad toadest « 
One 

| ( ¢ es ¢ the vir turned sl 
oO ( rude *ruden is she b 
ed ( Lhe coais, gave her a 
e I = i robation vhich G ! 

1 ! ( ie girl looked please 
or a moment: then her face sank in 
Mmmovl ‘wa mene wa not ai dio 
l i 0 t is called L delicate 
0 cre ire ho, witl er cous 
nh Pippo id een OnLV a Veal old hen 
10 »even at that age had >een selfish 
ind - ittonous to an abnormal aecres 

it Prudence id learned to love the hel 
eSS ttle rl committed to her ears " 


had also learned to love very dear] 


e child er Giovann! ho was b 
a vear older; they had been but babi 
DOL! or them ‘| ne Girl was no seven 

( is Annunziata, but 

L he Nounee If it 

nee Nounce is nea 
she Said to hersell 


truth was that she hated 





h id pelo red to Ton o's first 
{ und of the memory of that come 
young mother, poor Prudence, with he 
sixty vears, her white hair, and wrinkled 
S s jealous even nov 
(7lovannis hame she pronounced as 
though it vere two words Jo Vannyv Shit 


really thought the re were two Jo she 
Knew we ot course it was a gvoou New 
England name Vanny was probab \ 
some senseless Italian addition The 
name of the eldest son, Augusto, bedam«e 


on her li As 


ps Gooster; Paolo was Parlo 
sunta was Soonter. 


The nuns had finally taken Soonste: 
The step-mother had been unable to con 
ceal from herself her own profound ! ré 


True had 


lief the girl gone to a“ \p 

pish” convent; but she had always been 
a mystery in the house, and the cdn 
stant presence of a mystery is partilcu 


‘Ly 


New 


hours in 


I; England mind 


Soonter spe nt 


trying to the 


meditation . dhe 


was very quiet; she believed that she sdaw 


KFRON' 
face wore 


is Peptember 
a heavily abundant supper 
nd a simple one for No 
time hardly mot 


cont 


that : ) 
the handtul olf reci tw t i \ ir ‘ ‘ ASSISL' 


for the familly as; vin ‘at! ‘ ! rt id don't 


t 


{ 


iow and then, in 


Mmiousness 


nofa* \ ‘r,”’ the boiled 


corned-beef, the br , ‘abbdage, turnips, 


t 


and potatoes, and the boiled Indian pud ao} 
of her youth. She should never iother, § i@ weaker and weaker 
these dainties on earth again. More ining’ al 1 } : stomach, do 


1 } ' 
than once she caught herself hoping that you hear \ ' holy, blessed 


at least the aroma of them would be given t h, al Ing r little, and 


to her some time in heaven. 
W hen Granmar was gorged she beecam 
temporarily more tranquil. Prudence 
took this time to speak of a plan which stand 
she had had in her mind for several days. of beaut: 
‘*Now that Gooster and the other boys four hairs now: i kno you 
are doing for themselves, Granmar, and vam! ‘ve § more than 
Be pper too at last, and Jo Vanny onl) times over—hey that 1 ) 
needing a trifle of help now and then (he’s Granmar, tearing off her « 
so young yet, you know), I feel as though her » white hair, 
ight be earning more money,” she b f the long locks with her crooked 
them ailoit with a semes ot 


rood thing: weve irtli halloos, 


*Money’s a very 


never had half enough since my sainted “*T won't 3 he shop.” said Pru 


Aimunziata joined the angels,” responded dence *° Me °C’ nu a noise! I 

Granmar, with a pious air say I won't g he shoy There! do 
Well, it seems a good time to try you hear?” 

and earn some more Soonters gone * Will you be 1 ‘very day of your 

to the convent: and as it’s a long while life at twelve o'clock to cook me some 

since Pipper’s been here, I really begin thing that won't poison me ?” demanded 


to think he has gone off to get work Granmar, still hallooing 
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COOK me some 

1 rt 1 le she sa suiien 
I pul Ol Cap AsKet 

! 

VW ou only is ot through 

\ r SUpps¢t t laimed Prudence, aston 

she ised t igh she was to Granmars 
| 

abdominal Capacities, by this sudden de 


ii vrall 
said Grranmal And vell she did 
Hold up—do; I believe you now,” 
ud Prudence She fanned the dying 
Coals Lia tra fan, made up the fire 


ired some Gridare-cCakes 


and prep 


emanded fig with them: 


mar ¢ syrup toeat 


and devoured Six Killed to repletion 


he 
Sti 


then iffered Prudence to « hange hie r day 


cap to Lb nighteap, Talling asieep almost 
before r head touched the pillow 

During this scene Nounce had sat 
quietly in her corner Prudence now 
vent to her to see if she was frightened, 
tor the ivi is sometimes much terrified 
vy Granmar’s outeries: she stroked her 

Lh ! She wasalwavslooku Yr Torsigns 
‘ intel ne 1 Nounce, and faneving 
hat she discovered them Taking the 
girl's hane he ent with her to the next 
room, where were then vo harrow pallet 
beds You were ery smart to save the 
egos for m ~( when Gvranmar ited 

m et if sperer is She help 

ed ertou Lress 

Men came bac to Nounce; she 
nied comprehend \ 

Prudence tited until e was in bed 
1 she kissed het ood-night and put 


Mrs. Guad oni 


f 


l 
Hler two charges asleep 
‘ loor SOTLIYV 


i opened the pe k ( 


nd went out [It was not vet nine o clock, 
" ivm.- dark night: though still Septem 
bye the odors of autumn ere a ready in 
hea ying from the September flow 
ers, Which have a pungeney mingled with 
their perfume, from the rank ripeness of 
e vegetables, from the aroma of the 
oul ii te Live rst rains 
ild | e made thirty cents a week 
more at the iop,”’ she said to herself, re 
rettu she always transiat dthe Italian 
mone o American or French “Ina 
month that would have been a dollar and 


twenty cents! Well, there's no use think 


ing about it sence I can't She bent 


over hel vegetables, fee ling of their leaves, 
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and estimating 
{} 


afford to sell 


anew how many she cou! 


now that the family Was si 


much reduced in size. Then she paid 
visit to her fig-trees She had plantec 
these trees herself, and watched over 


their infaney with anxious care; at the 


present moment they were joaded with 


fruit, and it seemed as if she knew the po 
sition of each fig 


sO Many times had she 





stood 


inder Lhe boughs looking up al 


} tie 
slowly swelling bulbs. She had never 
before been able to sell the fruit But 


now she should be able, and the sale would 
to the 
savings keptin her work-box. 


store oft 


add a good many cents 
This work 
box,a possession of her youth, was lined 
with vivid green paper, and had a colored 
lithograph of the Honorable Mrs. Norton 
Muse) the the 
cover; it held already three frances and a 


half, that 


taken as a on inside of 


Is seventy cents—an excellent 


sum when one considered that only three 
weeks had passed since the happy day 
when she 


had at last beheld the way open 


to savil regularly, laying by regularly; 


many times had she becun tc save, but 
she had never been able to continue it 
Now with this small household. she should 


The sale of the figs 


to continue 


would probably double the saving s already 
in the work-box; she might even get 
eighty cents for them; and thet would 
make a dollar and fifty cents in all! <A 


fig fell to the ground. ‘*They’re ripe,” 


ple ke d to 
fallei 


to the gar 


Shie thought must be 


Dp they 


morrow She felt for the fig in 
the darkness, and carrying it 


den wall, placed it in a dry niche where 
it would keep its freshness until she could 
send it to town with the rest. 


went tothe 


The li she 
‘Smart of Nounce 
me,”’ 


hnen-hnouse, 


to save for 


she thought, 
laughing delightedly to herself over this 


proof of the 


Lie ev?cs 


crirl’s intelligence. ‘* Gran 
need that one bit; I 
left out two tre menjous lunches for her.” 


mar didn't omerlet 


She peered in; but could not see the hens 


in the darkness. ‘‘IfGranmar’‘donly eat 


the things we do!” her thoughts went on 


‘But she’s 


ilway Ss possessed after ever \ 


thing that takes eges. And then she 
wants the very best cotfee, and white 
sugar, and the best wine, and fine flour 
and meal and oil—my! how much oil! 


But I wonder if J couldn't 
something or other, steader pestering m5 
self 


wine nor coffee, so I can't stop them; byt 


stop eath 1g 


about her? Let’s see. I don’t take 


I could stop soup meat, just for myself; 














THE 


Thus meditating, she went 
to the 


will.” 
vy. round open space before 


‘Yo eall 1t a space was a misnomer. 


stood at the apex of the hill, 


‘ ouse 


arden by right extended as far 


he descent in front as it extended 
descent behind, where 


y] Opposite 


had planted her long rows 


But in this front 


the 
the 


vegetables space, 


ten feet distant from house 


vor, planted directly across paved 


math which came up from below, was 
cow-shed, the intruding offensive 
ehbor hose odors, gruntings (for it 
is now a pig-sty), and refuse were con 


tantly making themselves perceptible to 


yne sense and another through the open 


windows of the dwelling behind. Kor 
the house had no back windows; the 


which for win 


front: 


passed 
that 


should 


Small 


apertures 


dows were all in in climate 


vas impossible that they be 
WaVvs closed. How those odors 


Prudence Wilkin! It if 


could not respect herself while obliged to 


al 
CHOKE | 
seemed as she 
breathe them, as if she had not respected 
the true 
@-Sty became her neighbor. 
For fifty 


ay 


herself (in Ledham way) since 
the pi 
frances the owners would take 
for twenty 


have ‘‘a front 


another 


it aw 


could 


or thirty 


she yard 
though she had made many beginnings, 
had 


1 
the 


never been able to save a tenth 
None of the family shared 
least ; 


such a 


she 
of 
¢ 


her fe 


sum. 


elings in the to spend pre 
that 


1 could be capable ol 


cious money for Whim as 


only an Americal 
most 


And why should 


it; but then, as everybody knew, 
Americans were mad. 
Denza object to pigs ? 
obliged 
o keep her longings to herself. But this 
them. And now 
when at last, after thinking of it for six 


Prudence therefore been 


had 


t 
had only intensified 


teen years, she was free to begin to save 
and 
her 


would like 


daily regularly, she saw as in a 


front yard completed as she 
to have it: the eow-shed cone; 


vision 


“a nice straight path roing down to the 
front i paling fence; 
along the sides currant bushes: 


gate, set In a new 
and in 
and left a big 

Missouri 


a clump of 


the open spaces to the right 


flowerin’ shrub—snowballs. or 


currant; near the house mat 


rimony, perhaps; and in the flower beds 


on each side of the path bachelor’s-but 


tons, 


pinks; 


Chiny asters, lady’s-slippers, and 
the edges bordered with box.’ 
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She heaved a sigh of deep satisfa is 
she finishes f menta re ( Bu 
was rai nental after a s Lhe 
gate, sl sa \ stral \ Slit iW 
the currant bushes an ‘ ox-bordered 
flower beds as distin« as t 
had really been there 

Cheered, almost joyous, she ent t 
in, locking the door b ‘ er: then 
ifter softly placing the sual store of 
provisions beside Granmars ed for 
Granmar had a habit of wakine in the 
night to eat she sought her « 1 couch 
It Vas mara, bu Siit Sire et hersell 
upon it IXUPLOUS J i e los double 
the money,” she thought ind by this 
time to-morrow I shall } ea dollar and 
forty cents; mebby a dollar fifty She 


fell asleep happily 
Her contentment made het 


sleep sound 
ly Sst | 


ill it was not lone after dawn 


when she hurried hill to the 
town to get 
the 
found Granmar e 


Nounce 


(for so much 


he trom 


SUPPLY oO Ol 


shop Hastening back th it, she 


amoring for her cotfee, 


and neativ dressed and clean 


Prude nee had succeeded in 


teaching her), sitting ] itiently in her 
corne! Prudence’s mind is full of a 
sale she had made but she prepared the 


cotfee and Nounee th her usual 


s brot} 


care; she washed her dishes, and made 
Granmar tidy for the day; finally she 
arranged all her sewing impiements on 


indow beside her pile 


the table by the 


of work » could give herself the 


luxury of one last look, one last estimate ; 


for she Wa made b mira le of a bargain 
for her figs By ten o'clock the men 
would be up to gather them 


It 
danced before her 
the loaded trees. them, sl 
looked up. The bare A | 
the figs had been gathered in the 
or at i 

‘Pipper!” 

The rrol 


pled 


vas a hazy morning: butterflies 

as she hastened toward 
Reaching 

boughs were 

st dawn. 

she murmured to herself. 


ind under the trees was tram 


eari1e 


No 


add 


later, on the 1 


Prudence w 


Seven w eeks 


vember, this same as 


ine to her secreted store the fifteen cents 


needed to make the sum ten francs exact 
hat loll 
of the whole! It 


L've 


n 
Pipper’s taking the fi 


lv: t is, two doll: Ten franes,a 


ith seems most too 


t on so well, 
S If I can 
ll be done by 


ucKy that vo spite of 


a Keep 
‘lla the 


along this way, it ‘ll 

















THE 


July not just the cow 


; ; 
but the 


en away, l front vard done too 
She sat down on a fagot to think 
t er The thought as rapture she 





‘if and at hersell 











‘ ii n id e@\ ea 1 

0) ow) » there e shed, are 

l uid .} \ \ mom oO mam 
() ‘ Vel i\ 

: | Ly answered Prudence 
| ) rie th a | ‘ vo 
In her heart s tho Jo 

\ ’ he l une rstan d feel 
[ do if I should « un I ) ! \ 
on \ ra il } never seen 1 all 
) Lney aon ft \ em here 
( il vas, he a care 
ich as I de no he would 
He's sort of American yho [t . 
est pralse sne coulda oo ( l é 
d his eap off; she smoothed his 
Peat »yme you must have Ost 

our comb she said 

Im going to have it all eut off a 

Ss can be announced Jo Vann ‘ 
1 resolute ann 

(Ohi no 

Yes, [ am. Some of the other fel 
\ ive had theirs cut tl Wav, and 

| l POLLS to too pu sued the youl 
He was eighteen, rather undersized and 

ler, handsome as to his face. w 

l dark long-lashed eves, well-cut fea 
Ss vhite teeth, and the eur) nal 
whien Prudence I id smoothed | 1ioOug 

e ha ywed them to dest ( t] 
cks were for the present arranged 

1 ti style most approve d in Assisi, 01 
ssy flake beine brought down 
over the forehead, so that it showed 
und lis Cap in a sentimental wave He 


ok much 


1 } 
11KE a harad-workl 





urpenter as he stood there dressed in 
1a clothes made in that sincular ex: 
eration of the fashions which one sees 
ynly in Ital His trousers, small at the 
knee re large and wing-like at the an 
KI1¢ nal covering he t wht shabby shoes 
run down at the hee ind absurdly short 
vhich, however, as they re made of 


} leather and sharply pointed at the 
toes, Jo Vanny considered 
t. His low flaring 
Vou. LXXVIII.—No. 463.—11 


shoes of gala 


aspe collar was sur 
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rounded by re Satin ©¢) t or 
ed by a g horseshoe Le 
on the LL Le ! ot ea i 
OWnh eves his atti ss 
in the ¢ eS OT S ( ( 
-rudences is ( od 
) { Shit 
) e rise ©) i s 
1 Bu Sli¢ ll | 
nil , 
he p eve y \ 
id it ‘ i 
in 
lain’t but on ( 
had a sister marric 
u $ ) l 
lo-! sn'tto ah 
Do i sh on i ) ( 
uwdust 2” said dand 
i ila Be ( ly 
con 7) r 
**It 7 a od : 
you,” P ce | 
she Was ¢ ed ( 
Core Ha e you H mur ¢ 





! wna-bv b> 
neednt Fo to coo ite) } " 

L say ( me what { L mad 
look so gla sid | aa 
‘Ney uml iid Pi 
the rieam OL contel com ava 


vrinkied Ter tie is a that 
the ten i s s iS oO 
DOY i i touele 
hes Ih Gen hing het othe oO! i 
dinne Ne er menmnbe ( Line 
would have deelined o ( » de 
the o ild i deman 
1) ily ex ked dish ned | 
tering; Uncle Patro would 
ed three or four 

| ve brougn my n ndo Jo V 
ny vent i I ve ( I Lake 
SUP) pre of ( Is¢ Db Sf Lhney 
wal n to sing 11 } ( 
em And »> YOU Can |! l 


like. 
them [ compos d mvs W « 
er heavenly 


All Tonio’s chil er lik 





Poor Pru vho no ear for mu 
sic, had never been able to co ipreh nd 
either the pleasure or the profit of the 
hours t ieV gave to the r carollines But 


when, in his 


Vanny 


her little 
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: trie Real purt Jo Vanny there Perhaps you can get work wl 
lid ‘ ne s ce I Parlo and mquawly are 7 
met! rt 1 assu ( r 1 it : ‘*T sha ! ve it out with Matteo hey 
‘ t er only \ or else go for a soldier to-monm 
: ere Gooster. in his letha e tone 
- { el \ Vv , \ vo if is r en 
i } I ¢ 1oO don’t make n ii ¢ I 1 ‘ 
n l too ’ ] oO Gi } ( S ] 
‘ ‘ j " ‘ | | O 1 Oo r 
I hs. | ) rt ’ oT ‘ 
Sl! elf s ( en 
I { f e I | 
e |} LO i ten € ( S P) 
Nou » H | to her wo 
{ ces elonger, held t that sum 
ist} 5 
| r en \ l oO r 
\ ‘ " ( ‘ mea ) 
1 - ( . P Gr - , 
1 ike T K f DOSS i 
{ l } Vann l 1 agaln Ss ! Vy cf 
(5 9 stou oO 
" ! ; G r felt in his pocket 
-) i iet il ~ re ead oau ! me ce 
is Ss Cc ad counting em ove! 
’ (nd there’s nothin due you at t 
1" ‘ 1 ad \ 
he | | rv ‘ is no necessity fon nswe 
i iidier, D i ! ch a fe ish que Ion a 
Gro ( ! And tl ye Goost did not answer it 
d \\ | l give vou the money 
[ « t ne ( t Prudence But to-mo ll do 
Sh t re ‘ is ’ ‘ { mtay here a i oO! l 
\ ( | } i ( a ito 
) ! »> | i i r ¢ W e Sie was Spe i c G ster t 
ther to im roet i ad mvself tur ind walked towa 1 rden 
‘ ( ‘ here, or | o fora wall The sight of his back going fro 
s | i nifed i f i ! ! i Lunoug she shouid never see¢ 
\ I re . al i in \ he into 1 Suadeh panic 
| | e, d by these san 4 r him and s« d his a 
1 [*] 0 e you the mor ey, Gooste I 
| VS a wa What else told you I would; I’ve got it all read 
are t s to \ there ots d it won’t take a minute promise me 
( | | I « ild cet I re that yo won't le > this garden till | 
( Matteoand [—alread e've come back.” 
1 o iss l wave | a tty big (ro r had had no thought of leaving 
‘ ! d tl rden; he had espied a last bunch of 
> i t > I P l ce Wil LPrapes till hanging on the vine and Was 
i i iu att t 8 ! to get it; that was all “All mght 
! f d ‘ words s thes n ud 
B M | G i7nt had heard « | lence disappeared. He ecathered 
‘ \ 1 wilder or 5 the ¢ pes and began to eat them, turn- 
I ( is S OT 1 I ( hi ine ¢ eC! the | neh to see , ( V re 
! if I se sing ! lent Un Dest Before he had finished, Prudence 
ria lea on mes in revel ; tha ( ne k, breathless with the haste she 
we rv direct a ij ! had ma Here,” she said; ‘and now 
You let M . alo Gooster,” she vou'll costraight to Florence, won't you 
4 said, } ¢ her hand on his arm vou There's a train to-night, very soon now 
ge raigbt over to Perugia and stay you must hurry down and take that.’ 














THE 


let her put the money in his coat 


He 


ket while he finished the grapes 


The Nn 


Y 
threw the stem carefully over the evar 
Lil 
And no doubt you'll be a brave sol 
Prudence went on, trying to spea 
opefulls ‘Brave soldiers are thought 
p of everywhere ’ 
| don't KNOW as | care what 
ht.”’ answered Gooster, indifferent 
He took ip Is Cap and put it on 
Well. cood-by, Ly nZa, B St wishes to 
Every happiness He shook hands 
her 
Pruden¢ stood waiting where she was 
e minutes; then she followed him 
S alre ly dart sne went down the 
rapidly, and turned into the narroy 
street \ few lamps were lighted 
istened on rd, hopin every min 
to distinguish somewhere in front a 
figure with slouching gait At last 
re the road turns to begin the lon 
ent to tl) plain, she did distinguish 


that was certainly Gooster; he 


s going down the hill toward he 
ay station. All was well, then; she 


d dismiss her anx ety She returned 


ugh the 


Oo town. Slopping for a mo 

at an open Space, she gwazed down 

m the vast valley, now darkening into 
it: here suddenly a fear came over 
r—he might have turned round and 
back! She hurried through the 

1 asecond time, and not mee ting him, 
irted down the hill. The road went 
vn in long zigzags As she turned 


ch angle she expected to see him; but 


» did not see him, and fi 





ally she reach 
ed the plain; there were the lights of the 
station facing her. She drew near cau 
tiously, nearer and nearer, until, herself 


darkness Ss could 


in the 
through the window 


inseen he 


pe er 


into all 


the lighted w 


ing-room. If he was there, she could see 


him; but if he was on the platform on 
No; he 
‘wa long breath of relief,and stoleaway. 
A up t 
barrow loaded with stones had been left 


side of 


he other side was there Sl 


short distance he hill a wheel 


by the the road: sl sat down on 


the 


ing how tired she was 


stones to rest, for the first time rea 
The 

went 
She watched it as long as she could see it 
Then 
up the hill, beginning her lone walk 
home. ‘‘ My,” she thought, ‘‘ won’t Gran- 
mar be in a tantrum, though!” 


iZ 
Lraih came 


rushing along: stopped ; on again 


lights. 


ly 


she rose and turned slow 
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W he he pr »} } +) ] ica sh 
nen she reached the house she 


made 


a circuit, and came through the garden 
behind toward the back doo Lad t 
want to see the front vard fo-n t 
thougiit 
But sl Ss } is! ed of this 
evotism 
And t say they | rison 
oh—ow n old ma \ od Old Tha 
1 sulferi son of hum like m 
moaned | ‘le Pietro 
\n old man, a good old man sulle 
ing son of humanity like / repr d 
Granmar, shrilly proud of tf s ne lan 
Puan 
Suddenly she brandished her lean 
ims **“You Denza ther vith you 
stored-up money made from my starva 
tion—vyam mine, how dare you be so 
sitent, Hhgeure of a mu Starvation 
yes, indeed. Wait and Vll show you my 
arms, Pietro; wait and | how you m\ 
ribs yal 
‘You keep vourself covered up, Gran 
nar, > said Prude nee, tucking ner if*< 
you | do yourst i} @ Tiis¢ in this cold 
weather 
“Ali said Granmat and do I care 
If I could live to see vou drowned, Ld 
freeze and be glad stored ip money 


stored 


ip money ag 


‘What do you know of my money 


said Prudence Her voice trembled a 
little 
**She confesses it! nnouneed Gran 


mar, triumphantly 
“An old 
Nounece’ 


said Pietro, crouch 
“A good 


The an, 


Scalaino 


g ove! s 9 
old ma—an. But accommodate you 
self.’ 

Prudence sat down and took up her 

‘I don't believe thev ll put you 


sewihg 


in j il at all, Patro,” she said; twon t 
do “em any good and what they want Is 
their money You just go to ‘em and 
say that vou’ll do day’s work for ‘em till 
it's made up, and they'll let you off, Vll 
bet Nine franes, 1s 1t ¢ Well, at half a 
franc a day you can make it up full in 
eighteen days; or call it twent yur with 
the festas.”’ 

The Americans are all mercenary,’ 
remarked old Pietro Waving his band ih 


Being themselves always influ 


seorn. 


enced by gain, they cannot understand 


lofty motives nor the cold, glittering an 
of the nobility. The 


noble; they are of the old Count’s blood 


ver Leoncinis are 
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mar, in a loud, admonitory tone 
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They do not want eir mo the you sho n his ear that you'll pa 
f ‘ int t ! my mone 
And in ti 1 Pietro was no ! 
(a f K1 ed in ¢€ ! 
I more of At this momet the door opened 
PP | Jo Vanny came l \W 
! I I l t @ Said. see 
! rt ’ He be ( l 
I 4 A . ‘ _ » pe » Oh 
‘ é ‘ | | ! said G ny a 
c) ‘e \ i S t el H 1S 
nim i He's dying Denza 
| . - e did 
é me to pav the ni ' 
f N ud Prudence | 
A i \ ra J » Van 
s Ss s ! I cs i 
( t 1e] ( r ole ! hie 
\ ( [ ne y) da efore she vd ex 
( id Prude oO it la er cher ed « 
’ d (as l been sure 
| ( it G 1 i 1d Ss ed i i 
I declare I wish I had even a f 
ta hie uid, sé ( ng his pockets desper 
‘ i 1° ai « il it J ( rota cigare é W 
li ti ( e, unt shouted in 
| said Pru I ‘ 
a Q ret Don't you mock hin ordered G 
\l s (rra i S < in t Jo Var Nn I) | bee r t 
1 ) ‘ r I Li ea esi H i die soo ali Ly 
s ( Le a ol s hat sie 
H i il re ! rt Be I murael oO COUPrSE und 
1) L sup i ive to I IS ( iWavs Sa d he'd 
ru ( ait Su P) iMence SOq 0d B | I i i {y Tor 
( im ips ( ou ) ( ria SO | int di I l He L\ ns 
Walll vide Open Tor de 
Yo " the ado vic and ease Jo Vannv looked a little frightened 
Ss rected G , ‘‘that’s He hesitated a moment, surveying the 
| ( s ( and po motionless Pietro: then he drew Prudenee 
et pon \ just iout aside He’s an awful wicked old man 
in Ss eal { ou par iat money and might real \ do a.” he w hispe er 
and i? ed » Se how it‘ll ‘‘’specially as you ain't a Catholic, n 
loosen ts ma I think you'd better give him tli 
M Gua surveyed the good old money if it'll stop him off; J don’t mind 
unele i i nt Then she bent over but it would be bad for you if he sho 
! nm al 1 in his « lll make come rapping on your windows and 
\ tart ri ta " now, Patro showing corpse li¢hts in the garden DY 
l ( ( ip ind-by 
\ ¢ shed the words Granmat Prudence brought her hands togethe 
t her sca no suddenly into the cen sharply a gesture of exasperation oO Fi 
| ol the Kitehen vnere 1t broke Wilh a ain't going to adie any more than I an 
crash upon tl bricks she said But she knew what life would 


announced be in that house with such a threat |] Oo 


ing over it. even though the execution 


‘twas the were deferred to some vague future time 


responded Gran Angrily she left the room. 
* He'll 


never get up again in this world unless if you want to,” she said, half impatient, 


Jo Vanny followed her ‘Come along 




















Italy had possession of Assisi. 


lf glad She felt a sudden desire that 
ne one besides herself s see Liie¢ 
t See the act ial despx ne or the 
tle box she id labored to She 
it to the wood-shed it was a gloomy 
en r aay and the vegeta S " 
yn f ills | la dre n ( 
shie Clin ad >on l ‘ 
, | da ~ F 
} l id ( ipbed « 
~ rn I t WX ) 

( inted out the mone S 
l ere ure \ t la S l 

Then you ive thre 1 Jo 
i ly 

\ S tl She cou i! 

OL ! sp Lhe outg p 

ented s inv long hou 

Lat i rut Lie OX D 
Vv lt S QuickKi and 
Never 1 nad about it, mam s 

1} it ed lown. l 
lake 1 pag l lI want t l 

It ecu is vou do now \ ( 
yout it: LT think it will be be 

Well said Prudence ‘ t 
lower beds are all fixed up, an ( 
ront path and ne gate ri hi 
rf nic l reckon 

N ee sald Jo Vanny | t 
) yvord [will be an eestasy! 

a dream ! 

Bless the boy, what nonsens e S 
Ss ie step-mother But sl 
bear his romantic phrases all if I 

Th y went back to the kit } The 
sacrince had how bec me a ¢ eri il one 
She bent over the heap riere 
nine franes, Patro,” she shouted Come 
now, come! 

Pietro felt the money in his hand. HU 
rose quietly I'm nearly killed with a 
your yelling,” he said Then he Look 1 
hat and left the house 

rad ekit 
ents of the broke sca 
we did 

but g per 
70 do 1On VO 
knees and thank the Virgin for ing 
such a merciful, mild old man as Piet 
You brought on his stroke: but what d 
he do He just took what vou gave h 
and went aw iy so forgiving ly the se 

of a dove, the spice-cake soul! 

In January, the short sharp winter 


“ft 
rs 
i 
) 
e 
( 
I> 
I 
t 
( 
“<a 
i 
i} 
ill 
il \ 
P 
\ « 


+] 
iit 


to lea 
lm go 
s: I'm 
Mi 
ce. stop 
Grlusep} 

Bepp 


iv t ird ft ] ‘ 
I vas ( 
my e sti ‘ 
frozen aust b 
i rs VY ! 
all a t ( pie 
é S ¢ c 1 
Oo " oO 
eu ' 
oals Pr 
ad ft S 
I , el rt 
( 4 
a I 
1 
i oO « ‘ c 
} \ 
A Af 
Ol sshe nota 
D> , 
i» ics i ‘ 
nan whoa niK 
ce toad i | 
1 Ww nan WwW » ai 
~ eet ‘ t { ‘ 
l ©) mue ‘ } 
! nto suc ‘ 
ict ci re ~ i 
‘ r. § e tha ‘ 
1 SLOC ! ( 
} « ‘ il i 
} 
H ha 
’ Am ( , \ 
1; shi vught it s 
Her step s not a 
en rieumatism l 
she left the town ar 
t ra tome. son r 
i 7 there joined h 
> 1% 
rt ) VWwere | 
1 
she sal 
( answel Beppa 
teeth In a smile 


doesn t thin 
laughing and 


LOINKS l ve been 


‘ 
e] 
? 
© 
a 
7 
I 
) 


il 


a 


i I! 
+} 
‘ ( 
Lo ) | 
} 
! i 
1 
! i 
i Vo ( ) 
l $1 pie 
Loud ed 
ke O 
os 
Led oO 
id been 
»>W \ are 
CS imma 
person a 
called it 
é \ a 
it as it 
ea hel 
r Oo had 
| + 
is t 
Db LO 
I Di rit) 
you re ne 
i thats 1 


- ; ‘ 
s sudden, 
tossing her 


CoS making 








' 
4 2 HARPER'S NEW MONTHLY MAGAZINE. 
4 I ( 1, D i ) il Of course not, ‘said Prudence iss 
( iv wall Then, with the awake 
t G eppe, do | 1 memories still stirring in her heart | 
L? L don | our father isnt here no 
d, in a moved tone; “he'd have gn 
| i plot i ead Beppen he as so mask 
i | ‘ Sil st t 1 Spoke of I 1O; Uli oe” 
\ t{ ton cred but it seemed to he 
( ru. shen enture a iew words to t 
' { | , ind ¢ dau on the eve of her own 1 
: » | ! ) Yes i pity, I suppose answe} 
‘ ) ( a Be i > | he would hi eC ber 
: old man no And ‘tain’t likely he woul 
hin S: | | la good coat either: that is, 2 
We { d « ich ao [ should eall goo 
1 \ il Y ( ould I'd ] e made 
Le ‘ | of ange This whole basket’s f 
cUa I , 
Y I n to l ao ) vou're wonde) cleve 
Lo ) in wna youl eedl said the gir] o ncing ¢ 
‘ ¢ 1} ole 1CSS1\ e basket that w ehed ¢ 
} Pru oO lem er step-mother’s shoulders T « 
j () | ( mu do ik c I d Lh ) you can s¢ sO steually Ve 
( i ou iove th Ve ) ll ear out I never could 
" 1 eat b baSke Well, Ive had to get stronger spe 
Be i I ne nto rrep cles Pi enee confessed “And ( 
| ( | no de her we nt take my old ones in exchange 
! ‘ oO ! | i neitive Lnoughn Lhey vere pertect 
~ rat ‘ } I} eq cy 4) 
hie ! len. SI They're robbers, all of them, at t 
loo ( W hat even mol she com nted Beppa, agreeing] 
e ol ‘ i hie Ooke ‘*No bout vour clothes Beppe 
‘ t ceased, a when you going to begin Sup} 
‘ cl ( ‘ © ed you en e home for a while, so S lb 
Mat he « ) [ ‘ m! have time to do ’em; I ean help ye 
] \' ) rod oO wn some na N« ince too: Nou ce can sey 
I'd nt ro ld cut m itt 
) minute Het No, | don’t think Vll come home 
( D ‘ e color flan i two int pav me About the clothes 
t OVAL Ciit \ a ricil all il to buy em.” 
e . 
: \ They von’t be half so good,” Pru 
: ; ‘ se : 
S ) | o doubt her ad der un Then she stopped 1) 
: did ho ( ‘Well I’m very @ id u've YolL Lhe money laid up 
! B ¢ id Be 1 ie S id mm a mv ce said commending ly 
i d t down lad, my ( it | haven't,” answered Beppa 
‘ - thinking of her ownlove laug i I want to borrow it of you 
: ( I ie! itis v it I came up for to-day to tl 
i comin continued Be} i you about it 
( thought I'd better tall ovel Prudence her heart still softened 
looked at the handsome oirl with oentie 
{ S d Prudence, ec rdially eves W y ot course [ll lend it to 
\ ( it et 1 ed all alone no you Beppe she said. ‘* How much do 
( ‘ irda ort . you 1 
t be ilone, for Giu \ll you've got won't be any too 
; f Sa vel one; too big, I much, I reckon,’ answered Beppa, wit! 
, f him—ten brothers and sisters But pride I shall have to have things 
4 ; Liey re ill well off, that’s one comfort nice, you Know I don’t want to shame 
Of course I don’t want to shame ‘em.” ‘em.” 








YARD 


us to have nice clot . mamma 


varefoot.’ handkers 
said Prudence otun 


one youid 


Lin 


had rie 
‘*You go in,” sal 


presently.” 


money, departed. 
You know, Jo Var 


ought to leave your work so 


She went round to the wood-shed 


strapped her basket, and set it down; 





— 
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oO l ( ! ho had p ofited 
D | is 
\ \ t shall 1 et tor you, 
ma thie DOY ( t on, his’ tone 
» ¢ x y 1 hntto g you 
S ! reall Vv il il] OUT V¢ 
suff it go lo Va they 
oO! \ 1 ( 
They shall want you!” d red Jo 
Va ( 
ia { wn th I don’t w t to 
a8) »\W L’y ro Too i ma 
tisn \ - 4 1t KnO ( ent on 
( erselt 1 1mom tdby the 
nh | why vou don’t kno 1OW 
( c » 7 a l t some ni¢ Jo 
\ VO \ l >» to the suppel und 
\ it ale urd I like to 
t ‘ , tt 14 m® » VW i «iS 
Jo \ } ea ti } und hrough h S 
i l r ol desper Lion 
{ ny {Lot relating, ol 


ts I ever die in my bed; nor 
' } ) | f ) p t 
\ » long sa *rudence (or its 
| iient iit ive him a 
bul 
lo Va ‘ v down S cap, put his 
} il ls deep MN 0 S, 4 it is ciose 
! d ed « the hi n the freez 
i tot ieiler Of the streets bt 
i 
| ‘ clock Nounce and Granmat 
ve i ) it Was the most com 
f econ 1 in such weatli Pru 
( djusted he la np, put on ] 
ng spectacies, and sat down to s¢ 


»¢reat brick stove gave out no warmt 


as not intended to heat the roo 





three yards of length and one vard 
breadth had apparently been construct 
for the purpose of holding and heati: 
one iron pot The sealdino at her fe 
au not p ner warn she put on 
Hig i i Shawl After a whi 

he i cant covered with t n 

} Ll [ t the « ld iSO. She ( to 
her bonnet As sl took it from tt 

< ‘ re nwve ed Bey iS SDe ( ai lit 
pan came back in her own mind t 
bonnet id been the one link that 
united her with her old Ledham res 
abliily, the one possession that ad 
guished her from all these ‘* papish 4 
sants, with their bare heads and frowz\ 
hair. It was not new, of course, as it ( 
co ith her from home But i 

nl ian oid shioned shape In a <¢ 
munity ere there were no shi ( 
any kind, new or old At least i 
always a bonnet she put it on, eve 
now tre 1 habit puliling@® out the s 
carefull and pi nga the loops « 1 each 
side ol ner ch i Phe n she went | ( 
and sat down to her work again. 

At « n oclock Granmar woke 
‘Yam! how eold my lees are! D l 
are vou there? You give me that green 
sI | of yours directly; precisely, I am 
ayin 

Prudence can out from behind her 
screen, lamp in hand ‘“Tve got it on 
Granmar; it’s so cold setting up sewit 
Ill ¢ you the blanket from my bed 


I don’t want it; it’s as hard as a bri 


] } ’ r 
c me that shawl: lf you ve go 


be so much the warmer.’ 


‘Til give you my other flannel pett 


succested Prudence. 
(nd Ul tear it into a thousand piec« 
) d Granmar, viciously. ‘You 


me that shawl, or the next time yo 


leave Nounce alone here, she shall pay fe 


S capable of frightenit 
ttle Nounce into spasms. Pru 
e took off the shawl and spread 


: a : 
the bed, while Granmar grinned 


rying the lamp, Prudence went into 


the bedroom to see what else she could 


to put on She first tried the blan 

I it Was a very pool 
partly cotton, it was stiff (as Gran 
} 


had said), and would not stay pinned; 


motion of her arms in sewing would 











THE 


FRONT YARD 





** STILI 


HOLDING NOUNCES 


HAND, SHE 


constantly loosen it. In the way of wraps, 


except her shawl, she possess¢ d almost no 
thing; so she put on another gown over 
the one she wore, pinned her second flan 
nel petticoat 
over that a 


No mce, 


ro ind 


round 
little 


her shoulders, and 


cloak that belonged to 
then she tied a woollen stocking 
her throat, and crowned with her 
bonnet, and carrying the blanket to put 
over her knees, she returned to her work 

‘T declare [Tm 
said to herself ; 
wouldn't 


Vor 


clean tired out,” she 
‘‘my feet are like ice. I 
any 


sew longer 


12 


such a bitter 


LXXVIIT.—No 


463 


WEN 


THE FRONT OF THE HOt 


nicht if it warn’t that that 
rot 


work-box ‘ain't 
I can’t bear to think of 


But as soon 


a thing in it. 


it empty as I've got a frane 
Il 


or two to begin with again 


stop these 
extry 


hours.’ 


But the \ lasted on this occasion until 
two o'clock 


‘It don’t seem as if I'd 
it quite so baking as it is 
was Prudence who spoke 


Nounce;: 


Nounce answered with one of her pa 


known 


It 
to 


ever 
to-night.” 
she Spoke 


she must speak to some one 
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tient sn cS sne often sn iled patientiv, 
t thou t was something which she 
sexpected to do 
Prudence was sitting in the wood-shed 
t ne eC had been dow! to to to 
Vv home som 1 No he harro 
treets t ( nrow! ito shade by the 
DuULIdIngs on ene} de, were a refuge 
from the heat ho the dark houses, like 
DuUPrrows rave reliel to eves b] nded by 
the vellow vlare It was the 30th of Au 
cust Krom the first day of April the 


broad valley and this brown hill had 
simmered in the hot light, which filled 
the heavens and lay over the earth day 
after dav, without a change, without a 
cloud. relentless. splendid: each month 
the ground had grown warmer and drier, 
the roads more white, more deep in dust; 
insect life, myriad legged and winged, 
had been every where; under the stones 
lurked the scorpions. 

In former summers here this never 
ending light, the long days of burning 
sunshine, the nights with the persistent 
moon, the importunate nightingales, and 
the magnificent procession of the stars 
had sometimes driven the New England 
voman almost mad: she had felt as if she 
must bury her head in the earth some 
where to find the blessed darkness again, 
feel its cool pressure against her tired 
eve But this vear these things had not 
troubled her; the possibility of realizing 
her long-cherished hope at last had made 
the time seem short, had made the heat 
nothing, the light forgotten; each day 


after fifteen hours of toil, she had been 


sorry that she could not accomplish 
more 
But she had accomplished much: the 


si Nounee,’ 


do you know I’m ‘most too hap 


hope was how almo tareality. 
she said 
p to live I shall | ive to tell you: I've 
got all the money saved up at last, and 
the men are coming to-morrow to take 
Think of that!” 
Nounce thought of it 


awa the cow-shed 
she nodded ap 
pree atively 


; 


Prudence took the oirl’s slender hand 


in hers and went on Yes, to-morrow 
And it ‘ll cost forty-eight franes But 
vith the two franes for wine-money it 
will come to fifty in ill By this time 
to-morrow night it will be gone!” She 


drew in her breath witha satisfied sound 
‘Ive got seventy five franes in all, 


Nounee W hen Bepper married, of course 


I knew I couldn't get it done for Fourth 


of July And so I thought Vd try 

Thanksgiving that is, Thanksgivin 
time: I never know the exact day how 
Well, here it’s only the last day of Au 


ist, and the cow-shedad Will be gone to 


Then will come the new fenes 


morrow 


and then the fun, the real fun, Nounee 


of laying out our front yard! It ll hay 

a nice straight path down to the gate, eu 
rant bushes in neat rows alone the sides 
two bie flowerin’ shrubs, and little flowe) 


eds bordered with box I tell you you 


won't know your own house when you 
come in a decent gate and up a nice path 
to the front door; all these vears we ve 
been slinking in and out of a back doo) 
just as though we didn't have no front one 
[ don’t believe myself in tramping in and 
out of a front door every day; but on 
Sundays, now, when we have on our best 
clothes, we shall come in and out respect 
ably. You'll feel like another person, 
Nounece; and I’m sure J shall—lI shall 
feel like Ledham again—my!" And Pru 
dence actually laughed. 

Still holding Nounee’s hand, she went 
round to the front of the house. 

The cow-shed was shedding forth its 
usual odors: Prudence took a stone and 
struck a great resounding blow on its 
side. Shestruek with so much force that 
‘‘Never mind—it 
done me good!” she said, laughing again 

She took little Nounce by the arm and 
led her down the descent. 


she hurt her hand. 


‘*T shall have 
to make the front walk all over,” she ex 
‘* And here’ll be the gate, down 
And the path will go 
Then 


palings, 


plained. 
here aswing one, 
from here straight up to the door. 
the fence will go alone here 


you know, painted white; a ood clean 


American white, with none of these yel 
lows init you may depend. And over there 

and there—along the sides, the fence 
will be just plain boards, notched at the 
top; the currant bushes will run along 
there In the middle, here—and here 
will be the big flowerin’ shrubs. And 
then the little flower beds bordered with 
box. Oh, Nounce, I can’t hardly believe 
it it will be so beautiful! [ 
ean t!” 


really 


Then she 
came closer to her step mother, and after 


Nounce waited a moment. 


looking quickly all about her, whispered, 
“You needn't if you don’t want to; 
there's here yet to believe.” 

‘It’s just as good as here,” answered 
‘‘T’ve 


indignantly. 


Prudence, almost 








THE 


and 


the 


nothing could be surer than that 


rt the 


made; 


money, bargain s 


The next morning Nounce was awak 
ned by the touch of a hand on her shoul 
er It was her step-mother I've got 


» oO down Lo town,’ she said, na low 


; ‘You 


akfast vourse 


Granmars 
well 


and [ve changed my 


must try to get 


If, Nounce 
And 


about the front 


do it as 
is you can 
! ind 


vard: g* be done 


time, but not now And won't 
talk any more about it for the present, 
Nounce; 


youre a 


that ‘ll 


vrood 


please me most; and 
girl, and always want to 
I know 


please 


me, 
She kissed her, and went out softly 
In October three Americans 
Assisi 
frescoes in chureh of St 
the third her 


ment; she read Symonds, and wandered 


came to 


Two came to sketch the Giotto 


the Francis; 


came for own entertain 
vbout exploring the ancient town 

One day her wanderings led her to the 
height 


was open, and through it 


} 


ttie 


Guadagni house on the 
back gate 
she saw an old woman staggering, then 


falling, under the weight of a sack of po 
tatoes which she was trying to carry on 
back. 

The 
[t's much too heavy for you 
had 


*Oh dear—I mean, é 


ner 
Ii 


American rushed in to help her 
‘she said, 


ndignantly after she given her as 


sistance troppo 
grave,” 


‘Are 


man 


she added, elevating her voice 


old 


mivsell; 


vou English 2” said the wo 


but I 
too heavy 


‘Tm an American 
The sack 


it’s only that I ain’t so strong as I used to 


ain't deef. warn t 
be—it’s perfectly redeculous! 


‘You're not strong at all,’ responded 


the stranger, still indignantly, looking at 
the wasted old face and trembling hands. 
A week later Prudence was in bed, and 
an American nurse was in charge 
This 


was a 


nurse, whose name Baily, 


strong 


Was 


calm woman with long 


arms, distinct 
New England pronunciation; her Italian 


(which 


monotonous voice, and 


was grammatically correct) was 
delivered in the vowels of Vermont. 

One day, soon after her arrival, she 
remarked to That 


vam Isa 


Granmar, 


yours, now—that very: unusu 
al thing.” 

‘*My sufferings draw it from me,” an 
swered Granmar, flattered by the adjec 
tive used. ‘‘I’m avery pious woman; | 


don’t want to swear.’ 


FRONT 


vell of 


YARD 


[think LT hay 
except 


POSSIDIV In 


saily went on 
do Villk it 
} expert 
out people who are troublesome, and send 
there: [I never say 
just 


| ve rol 


them 
but 


W hen 


much about it 


MaKe WY 


observation then 


Lhe off 


papers out, whitf 
they go 
Granmar put her hand over her mouth 
apprehensively, and surveyed her in s 
lence From that time the atmosphere 
of the kitchen was remarkably quiet 
Marilla Baily had come from Florence 


it the bidding of the American who had 


This Amer 
Albergo del Suba 
her friends who were 


helped to carry the potatoes 
} 


ican Was slaying at the 


sio with sketching 


(riotto: most ot 


but spent 
with Prudence Wilkin 


“You see, I 


h mM, 


she her time 


minded it because it was 
; Prudence explained to her one day 
at thee * For 


I had 


but two ve 


lose of a long conversation 
I'd always been so fond of the boy 
him first when 


old 


ning! 


he warn't ‘ars 


just a baby—and so purty and eun 
the 
only one of the ehildre nh, “ee pt poor Nounce 


there, that 


He alway s called me mamma 


seemed to care for me 
[ went 
hunted all 


I tried 


saving 


really 
And I cared everything for him 
straight and 


down to town 


over But he warn't to be found 
it the next day, and the next 
what I nobody 
knew where he was, and at last I made up 
my mind that he’d gone away 
waited: | 


do nothing; I 


not 
wanted, of course: but 
Kor three 
dead; | 
felt as if I 
broke in two, and only the skin held 


together 


, 
weeks | was almost 


couldn't Was 
me 
Every morning I'd say to my 
self, ‘There'll certainly come a letter to 
But 
the letter didn’t come, and didn’t come 


day, and he'll tell me all about it 


Krom the beginning, of L knew it 


was him—l couldn't help but know; Jo 


COURSE 


Vanny was the only person in the whole 


world that knew where it was. For I'd 
VOrk box, 
the 
time I took 
last 1 did 
a letter, and he said as how he’d meant 
to put it the 
But something had happens d, so he 


And 


as hard as he 


showed it to him one day the 


L mean—and let him put it back in 
hole behind the hay—'twas the 
the money out for Patro \t 
vet 
back very next morning, 
sure, 
couldn't, and so he'd gone a Vay 
now he was working just 
could, he said, so as to be able to pay it 


back soon; he hardly played on his man 
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dolin at ail now 


50 h ird You see hie 


he 


wasn lt 


he Sit d vas working 


bad himself, 


poor | ttle Tellow, but he was led away by 


1 
ramit 


bad men: g jing’san awful thing, once 


you get started in it and he was sort of 
drove to take that money, me aning all the 
while to pay it back. Well, of course I felt 
ever so much better just as soon as | got 
that letter And I began to work again 


But I didn’t get on as well as I'd oughter 


I can’t understand why That day, now 
when I first saw you—when you ran in 
to he lp rrit I hadn't been feeling sick at 
all: there warn’t no sense in my tum 


of a sudden 


Novembe r 


that 


'\ 


bling down way all 


Qne love atlernoon in 


Prudence’s bed as carried out to the 
front of the dark little house 

The cow-shed was gone A straight 
path, freshly paved, led down to a swing 
rate setin a ne paling Tence, flower beds 


the 


the open spaces on eac h side there Was a 


bordered the path, and in 


centre ol 


large rose bush The fenee was painted 
a giittering white there had been an at 
tempt al grass; currant bushes In straight 
rows bordered the two sides 
Prudence lav look ne atit all in peace 
ful silenee ‘It’s mighty purty,” she 
said at last, with grateful emphasis It’s 
evervthing | Di inned to have. anda rreat 
deal nicer than I could have done it my 
self, though I thought about it odness 
Kno how many vears 
I'm t surprised that vou thought 
ibout it the American answerer It 
is tne ( you ere longin lo. banc, 
ving een cul I! so lo by t it 
mis ie st ri¢ But no you have 1 
in perites 
Yo mean thre ( of the garden 
ud Prud ( Phere isnt much to 
look at befor but now it’s real sweet.’ 
No | mean the great landscape ali 
ibo is here responded the American 
surpl ead she paused Then seeing that 


did not it 


idence her eves, she bewan 
to enumerate its features, to point then 
yu with he folded parasol That 
yvoad Umbrian plain, Prudence, with those 
tall slender trees: the other towns shin 
ing Oo eir hills ce Perugia over there 
thie eam of the river; the velvety blue 
oO he mountains: the color of it all ldo 
believe it is the very loveliest view in the 
whole world! 

| don’t kno s I've ever noticed it 


much—the view.” Prudence answered. 


She turned her eyes toward the horizon 
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for a moment You see I was always 
thinking about my front yard.” 

The front 


Said the 


vard nice 


Is very how 


American ‘IT am so glad you 
are pleased we couldn't get snowballs oO 
Missouri currant 
but 


without 


so we had to take roses 


She paused ; she could not give 


up 


the subject one more attempt 
‘You have probably noticed the vie 
aware of it.” she went on 
that 


should le; 


without being 
; beautiful 

If ive it 
would find yourself missing it very much 


“it 1s 


SO you must have 


noticed it 


you vou 


| dare say.” 
." Mebbe.” 


I ain't so sure 


responded Prude hee 
The I don’t care 
much for these Evetalian views: it 


Still 


trulh 1s 
seems 
to me a poor sort of country, and always 
did Then 


sive to the 


Wishing to be more respon 
friend, if she 
‘But I 
there 


s Hill, I 


tastes of this new 
could be so honestly, she added 
like 


Views 


as a general thing : 
purty 


is 
a very View from sage 
remember 

“pages Hill 

‘Yes; the hill near Ledham 


me you ki You 


You told 


ew Ledham could see 


al the tields and medders of Josial 

Strong’s farm, and Deacon Mayberry’s 
4] } 

too pertectiy level and not a stone in 

‘em And the turnpike for miles and 

miles, with three toll-cates in sight Then 


on the other side there were the fac 


‘tories 


to make it lively It was a sweet view 


ifterward she said 


ple tell us that we never get what ( 
want in this world, don’t they But In 
ortunate I think Ive always been purty 
fortunate I got my front yard, after al} 


\ weel 


Vas near, 


told her that 
no idea | Wi 


v he 1 they 
“My! I’d 
that,’ she whispered 


What ‘ll be 


late 


SICK as 
at them anxiously 
Nounce 


iiss ired 


eome of 


They her that Nounce should 
provided 


lor You know you have 
. bed 
with her, 


but she’s growing quicker-wit 


1 


} 
Lo 


be sorter patient she ex 
pl ined 
ted every day 

Later I sl 
Jo Vanny,” 


but ol 


iould like so much to s 


she murmured, 


longingly 


You 


Bepper to send him my love, my dearest 


course | ecan't must get 


arest love 


cde 
Last of all, 
the little 


her friend 


as her dulled eyes turned 


from window and rested upon 


‘It seems a pity But per 


haps I shall find 
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MS HAUCER’S daisy 

. was his favored 
companion, He met its opening fringes at 
the dawn; he lingered DY it as it closed its eve 
at twilight. Sleeping or waking, noon or mid 
night, he could give an account of his protégée for every hour 
How few of the proud followers of Linnwus know how their 
erudition is mocked in the meadow masquerade, or what their 

hard-named minions are up to in the dark hours! 

My first midnight walk was a re velation, and a severe shock to my comfortable self 
conceit. The woods and meadows had been full of faces that [had known and wel 
comed familiarly for years in my daily walks. But when I sallied forth with my 
lantern that night, I stepped from my threshold upon foreign sod. I found no greet 
ing nor open palms, and I lost my way as though in a strange land. I opened a fresh 
humble page in my botany. In whatever direction I might iook over the broad 
meadow I found the same strange complexion everywW here to the limits of my \ ision, 
ind what ‘‘a pleasing land of drowsy head it was!” 


We are all a-noddin’, nid-nid-noddin’,” 


seemed the universal lullaby. What a convocation of nighteaps and sleepy 
heads! 

The clovers are indeed a drow SV family: they keep regular hours, and make ua 
thorough business of their slumber—red clovers with their heads tueked under their 
Wings, as it were, the young blossom clusters completely hooded beneath the overlap 
ping upper pair of leaves, and every individual leaf below bowed with folded palms 
The white clovers were similarly well brought up, and continued their vespers 
through the livelong night, their little praying bands to be seen everywhere along the 
path. The yellow hop-clover played all sorts of antics with its leaves without seeming 
rhyme or reason. The tall bush clover, rising here and there among the slumberous 
beds, presented a complete surprise, being entirely changed from its diurnal aspect, the 
ordinary generous leafy spread of foliage now assuming the shape of an upright 
wand, each three-foliate leaf being raised upon its stem, with the leaflets folded in 
ward, clasping the maternal stalk. It had its arms full indeed, and seemed conscious 
of its heavy responsibility. The trailing ground-nut vine and the delicate wild 
bean were hardly recognizable in their odd night-dress; and the desmodiums at the 
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LEEPY-HEADS AND NIGHTCAPS IN THE LAND OF NOD—DESMODIUM AND PARTRIDGE-PEA 





MIDNIGHT 


border of the woods presented a singular 
contrast of drooping listlessness, with each 
leaflet hanging as vertically as a plummet 
[ sought the familiar plumy beds of the 
little partridge-pea, wondering what sort 
of a reception I would meet from that 
quarter, but I found these plants even 
more fast asleep and transformed than 
their drowsy neighbors, and had trodden 
on a number of the plants ere L discerned 
them, for, like the sensitive mimosa, which 


they so much resemble, and which 


leaves to the 
| 


ie kisses of nig! 


t 


these tiny leaflets were now folded in a 


long flat ribbon for each leaf, presenting 
thin edges to the sky, hardly distinguisha 
ble from the thin seed-pods among them 
The nature of the nocturnal movements 
and attitudes of plants, both in leaves and 
flowers, has long been a theme of specu 


attitudes 


lation among botanists. 
many 


the case of 
flowers the night have 
been conclusively shown to have relation 
solely to their fertilization by insects 

The drooping attitude of leaves at niglit 
was commonly supposed to indicate an 
aversion to moisture, many plants assum 
ing the same position during rain as in 


the dew, thus seeming to verify the con 
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NASTURTIUMS 


jecture ; but when the same pranks were 
played in a cloudy day or a dewless night, 
the explanation had to be abandoned 
In the clover tribe the nocturnal positions 
already described seem to be assumed only 
in the darkness, and this invariably, dew 
the 


remaining freely 


] 


or no de Vv, while leave S seem to revel 


in the rain, open 


I doubt not that if our eves 
enough they might 


were sharp 


aiscern a certain 
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strangeness in the nocturnal expression 
of every plant and tree, such as is remat 
ably emphasized inh the locust which 
here pictured, and which, by-the-way 
a member of that same leguminous orde 
of plants with the clovers, especially hnotec 
for the 
leaves 


pronounced 
odd 


seelmmine 


irritability 
nocturnal capers, a 

vital has 
caused some botanists to class them at t} 


of thie 
and 
whose consciousness 
extremity of their system, in contact with 
the limits of the animal kingdom. 

The perennial familiar blooming bor 
ders of those ‘‘ old-fashioned flowers,” 
well as the more prosaic domain of om 
gardener’s 


immediate eoncern, whos 
paths lead to the kitchen, wear a strange 
look at night, and seem peopled with for 
eign shapes. His ‘** Limas” and scarlet 
runners now excite his wonder, if not so 
licitude, with their apparent drooping fo 
liage, all the three leaflets nodding as if 
broken at their juncture with the stem 
the two side leaflets in many instances 


— touching their backs beneath the stem 


But he will find them 
willed in their attitude. 
His pea blossoms have taken in sail 
their 


The leav es 


firm and self 


and nod on 
stems. 
of his young cab 
bage plant, usual 
ly 


spreading, 


more or less 
how 


stand quite erect, 


guarding that 
promising young 
Pp head within, for 
imp OO} ; 
SF this plebeian cab 
bage head knows 
a trick or two 
above its neigh 


} bors, and can get a 
blessing from the 
ambrosial ether in 
a bright glistening 
and a bor 
der of dew drops, 


sheen 


even on a cloudy 

night all 

his neighbors are 
athirst. 

tw | The tobacco field 


when 


overthe wall looks 
bewitching and all 
on end, simulating 
the conical shape 
they shall 
bear in the dry 


soon 


LUPINE, OXALIS 





A MIDNIGHT 


ing-house. The flowers on the potato plants, 
saucer-shaped by day, are now perchance nod 
ding with their open rim puckered in gathers 
around the central stamens—a common ¢a 
price of these flowers, but dependent upon 
some whim which I have not yet solved. 
Turning to his ** posies,” our floriculturist 
may pick an exotic bouquet from his own 
familiar borders. His starry ** blue-bottles” 
have raised their horns and assumed the 
shape ofa shuttlecoek. His balsams wear a 
hang-dog look, with every leaf sharply de 
clined His coreopsis blossoms are turned 
vertically by a sharp bend at the summit of 
thestem. Many of his favorites, like the esch 


scholtzia blossoms, have closed their eves or 


perhaps hung their heads, and refuse to 

look him in the face, while his elimbing nas 

turtiums, especially if they should be of the 

dwarf English variety, 

await his coming in hushed 

expectancy, and their wall 

of sheeny shields flashes 

a ‘‘ boo” at him out of the 

darkness, which immediate 

ly reveals the changed po 

sition of their foliage. Ev 

ery individual shield is 

now seen to stand perpen 

dicularly, the stem being 

bent ina sharp curve. In 

the midst of his surprise 

the flowers one by one now 

seem to steal into view, 

peering out here and there 

behind the leaves, and he 

will discern a grimace then 

that he never noted before 

That bright bouquet upon 

his mantel will henceforth 

wear a new expression for 

him and a fresh identity. 

He will find himself ex 

changing winks therewith 

now and then, and hover 

about the room among his friends in the 

proud CODSCIOUSHeSS of a certain prefer 

ment not vouchsafed to common mortals. 
The etfect of such a bank of nastur 


tium leaves as the writer recently ob 


served is irresistibly queer. So instinct 
with mischievous consciousness did _ it 
seem that he found himself entering into 
conversation at once, and laughed out 
right in the darkness. It has beer sup 
posed that this vertical position of the 
leaf was assumed to avoid the collection 
of dew, but this is obviously an error. 
There is no disposition in the nasturtium 
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to avoid moisture, as would be apparent 
to any one who has watched the leaves 


rain, catching and coddling the 





great dancing drop at its hollowed centre 
and loath to let it fall 


Our midnight gardener has still fur 





ther surprises in store for him among his 
plantations Following the alluring fra 
grance of his melilot, he turns the rays of 
his lantern among its branches, and finds 
The Sih 
vle leaflet of the melilot is threefold, like 
a clover, to which it is closely akin. At 


them full of nocturnal capers. 


night these three leaflets twist edge up 
permost on their stems, with the faces of 
the outer pair turned inward, while the 
end leaflet folds its face flat to one side or 
the other, to the cheek of its chosen chum 
for the night. And there they are, a dozy 
company in truth, yet not without a sub 
tle suggestion that it may all be a subter 
fuge for the moment to cover some mis 
chief or other. 


And here is another interesting speci 
men close by, a member of that same 
somniferous tribe—the blue lupine—the 











\ MIDNIGHT 


fristis lupinus 


The plant is certainly bright and cheery 
‘ nough by dav. and whatever its changed 
oht, it 


The blue flower spikes rise up 


the 


spect by ni is certainly not one of 


sadness 
precisel\ t mid-day, but foliage 


as a 


presents a Striking contrast wheel 


iped leaf nov closed 


drooping li a 
; ! 
the 


stem } 
of individual 


against 
full 


their choice of 


parasol various 


lupines are Whims in 


sleeping postures, some 


species raising their leaflets in the form of 


. beaker, and others following the bent of 
the nasturtium already described 

Every corner of our garden offers some 
similar revel ition, and even the plebeian 
weeds have caught the odd contagion 


ind 


The formidable mats of parsley 


‘do as the Romans do.’ 
\\ hich 
our gardener had singled out for extermi 


nation on the morrow with anticipation, 


perhaps, of a ‘*mess o’ greens”’—are now 
supplanted by an unrecognizable net-work 
of knotty stems, the artful leaves conceal 
ed flat against the prostrate red stalks, and 
with edges upward 

Tall 


chostly, 


strange columns loom up, white 


ind beneath the glare of youn 


lantern, here and there among the potato 


plants They prove to be pigweeds, but 
for strangeness they might have sprung 
up like mushrooms since your last visit, 
most of the upper leaves, which during 
the day had extended wide on their long 


stems, now inclining upward against the 


and enclosing the tops of 


still other 


stalk younger 


ranches older plants are 


seen with leaves extended much as at 


mid-day, but nearly all turned eda 


W ISt 


by a twist in the stem 


The chickweed's eve is closed and 


Closed is 


pu ri } 
WK ij 


The creeping mallow blossom now 1g 


nores proud array of ‘‘ cheeses,” and the 


oxalis flower has left her shooting pods 


to keep the vigil, closed and nodding 


upon its its f 


while 
the oddest 


somnambulistie 


stem, ollage 


mas 
querades in one of disguises 
all this 


three 


of 
the 


and adjusting themselves back to back 


company, 
heart-shaped leaflets reflexed 
around the stem with many curious con 
tortions., 

Whatever the disputed functior of this 
has at least 
to the life of the 


experiment de 


nocturnal movement, if been 


- 4 
essential 


shown to be 


plant, careful having 


monstrated, according to one authority, 
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color and die in few 

also cone] isively cae monstratec 
fact with various other plants 


The 


as to the tlow 


Sleepiest beds 1h thie 


poppl Ss 


lago hell] The 
‘lord of the land of dreams sets 
tif that 


which it is itself the e 


mutters poppy 
a beau 


somnolence fo. 


il ex imple of 


mblem and minis 
tering nepenthe 


erland | 


a recent moonlight stroll in Switz 


visited the poppies in the ir na 


tive haunts, the wild 
flaming the 
fields ablaze in the mid-day sun 
But I found their fires now 
beneath the dew, and giving 
the the 
closed in luxurious slumber 

In the moonlight I 
sands of folded flowe 


among the familiar daisies and grasses of 


Common species 


whose scarlet sets foreign 


summer 
smouldering 
ho toke n be 


neath moon, for blossoms were 


dim beheld thou 


1 
Liese rs Ss 


Vavil 


my own land, and otherwise attended by 


a host of meadow flowers whose names I 
had not The nigh 
fluttered here and thers 


moth, which 


vet learned t ephem 


era and a large 


seemed almost phosphore s 


cent in its whiteness, hovered 


spirit-like 


close above the poppies The poppy wel 
comes all the ‘* meadow tribes” d 


ring the 


day, but at night her four damask eurta 


are closely drawn, the two inner petals 


being coiled within each other above the 


tiny head that wears a crown within, and 


the outer pair enfolding all in their erum 
)p ed bivalve clasp 
The wilds 


stances of 


are full of companion 
’ d ; 
sleeping beauty, but 

s afforded 


few lovelier than 3 


fringed gentian. 
Tl 
Lo 


sentiment 


sings Brvant in his 
this flower—a 
the blossom by day b Lt 


frin 


eved 


. : 
F partes { 
ged curtains a 


folk 


ters, their drowsy fringes coiling e 


|S 


b] ie So do hia 


Ihh 
We 
1 piece the 


sleepy curls and 


various 


have already noted, in our hea¢ 


daisy’s **How he will go to rest 
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“Oft have I watched thy closing buds at eve. 


Which for the parting 


ng sunbeams seem to grieve 


Says a poet Ww ho followed the footsteps of 
Chaucer; as did Wordsworth also: 
*And when at dusk, by dews opprest, 
| uM SINK st, the image ol thy rest 
Hath often eased my pensive breast 
Of careful sadness,” 
Shakespeare, with his characteristic om 
niscience and felicity, alludes to the sim 
ilar habit of the marigold 
“that goes to bed with the su 
And with him rises weeping.” 


And again in the following lines what an 
inspiring epitome of the dawn! 
“ Hark! hark! the lark at heaven’s gate sin 
And Pheebus ‘gins arise, 
His steeds to water at those springs 
On chalic’d flowers that lies; 
And winking Mary-buds begin 
To Ope the 


rolden eves.” 


Indeed, the daisy and the marigold are not 
singular in this retiring tendency. It may 
be said that most flowers manifest a dis 
position to nod or close at nightfall—the 
wild rose, mallow, pea blossom, crane’s 
bill, oxalis, chickweed, mullein, and cer 
tain buttercups, for example, and the list 
might be multiplied indefinitely. To all 
these dozy tribes is opposed a striking 
contrast in our beautiful evening prim 
rose, one of the loveliest of night bloom 
ing flowers In the midst of all this som 
nolescence what, then, in this particular 
flower, is that 
“ golden care 

That keeps the ports of slumber open wide 

To many a wakeful night?” 
Not the quality of ‘‘care” in the poet's 
thought, ‘tis true, but care certainly in 
the sense of conscious, hopeful purpose 
and bright anticipation. For who that 
has lingered in the twilight and watched 
the eager bursting buds of the primrose, 
seen the impulsive greeting in the open 
weleome of its chalice, and caught the 
enticing fragrance of its earliest breath 
who that has known these can deny the 
spell of its sweet consciousness ? Itis a 
rash hand that will pluck the primrose 
in the twilight. How well Keats knew 
its impulsive ways! 

‘A tuft of evening primroses, 

O’er which the wind may hover till it dozes, 

O’er which it well might take a pleasant sleep, 

But that ‘tis ever startled by the leap 

Of buds into ripe flowers.” 

Our evening primrose does not bloom 
in the dark hours for mere sentiment or 
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yoo. velcome she Lis 


ment anticipated Trom 


nt bu Kor it ll almost 


miVva 

ind that those blossoms which 
twilight have ad upted them 

o the erepuscular moths and other 
i nsects This tinds a striking 


nin the instances of many long 
iped night jlooming flowers, 
honeysuckle and various orchids, 


nectar is beyond the reach of any 
xcept the night-flving hawk-moth 

i@ that in other less deep noctur 

vers the sweets could be reached 
terflies or bees during the day if 
ssoms remained open, but the night 
irers receive the first fresh invita 

ich, if met, will leave but a wilted, 
arted blossom to greet the sipper of 
ishine. This beautiful expectancy 
flower determines the limit of its 

Thus, in the event of rain or oth 

ses preventive of msect visits, the 
¢ primrose will remain open for 
tterflies during the following day, 


otherwise it would have drooped 


bly, and extended but a listless 


veleome [ have seen this fact strikingly 
illustrated in a spray of mountain-laurel, 
hose ylossoms lingered in expectancy 
neat a week in my parlor, when the 


flowers on the parent shrub in the woods 


had fa 
Sion hi 
specim 
ed iti 
DLOSSOT 
Corea 


mens 


sequel 


Consul 


len several days before, their mis 
iving been fulfilled. In the house 
ens the radiating stamens remain 
their pockets in the side of the 
nm cup, and seemed to brace the 


t ipon its receptacie These sta 


ive naturally dependent upon in 


genev for their release, and the con 


it discharge of pollen, and I noticed 
hen this operation was artificially 
‘ 


nmated the flower cup soon droppe d 


vithered 


Vil has proven the seer of the 

ht flower, and in a tender allegory 
voiced its perfume It is the 

that sing ind though ‘in a gon 

now ike the oice of the evening 

iN 

i 

It ul 

\ I \ va 

W é wide bur 


I ' 
kK I 1 gay 
M ne 1 y 

\ i ired not disallow 

I ) s rendered up 
And } Ss shattered ¢ ’ 
) ! t t sieep I t ‘ 


‘Poetry comes nearer to vital trut 
than history,” says Plato, and in simila 
vein of thought Hawthorne avers that 

creation was not finished until the poet 
came to interpret and complete it But 
after all were not such disciples as Darwin 
and Miiller and Sprengel, the prophets ol 
the flowers, more than mere scientists ? 

Returning to our primrose glen, how 
irresistibly do we bring to mind those 
fragrant lines of Moore's, even though 
they now sing to my twilight ** primrose,” 
when they sang of ‘* jasmine buds” with 
him! 

Look! Our misty dell is fast lighting 
its pale lamps in the twilight One by 
one they flash out in the gloom as if obe 
dient to the hovering touch of some Ariel 
unseen—or is it the bright response to the 
fire-fly’s flitting toreh? Thesun has long 
sunk beneath the hill. And now, when 
the impenetrable dusk has deepened round 
about, involving all, where but a moment 
since all was visible, this shadowy dell has 
forgotten the sunset, and knows atwilight 
all its own, independent of the fading glow 
of the sky It was a sleepy nook by day, 
where it is now all life and vigilance: it 
was dark and still at noon, where it is 
now bright and murmurous. The *‘ deli 
cious secret” is now whispered abroad, and 
where in all the mystic alehe my of odors 
or attars shal you find such a witching 
fragrance as this which IS here borne on 
the diaphanous tide of the jealous gliding 
mist, and fills the air with its sweet en 
chantment—the stilly night’s own spirit 
euised in perfume? Yonder bright clus 
ter, deep within the recess of the alders, 
how it glows! fanned by numerous fea 
thery wings, it glimmers in the dark like a 
phosphoreses nt aureole—verily as though 
some merry will-o’-the-wisp, tired of his 
dancing, had perched him there, while 
other luminous spires rise above the mist, 
or here and there hover in lambent banks 
beyond, or, like those throbbing fires be 
neath the ocean surge, illume the fog 
with half-smothered halo This lustrous 
tuft at our elbow! Let us turn our lan 
tern upon it. Its nightly whorl of lamps 
is already lit. save one or two that have 


ur fairy in his rounds, but not 


esca pe d ( 
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for long, for the green veil of this sunset night-bloomine honevs 


ud is now rent from base to tip The bright bevies of 
onfined folded petals are pressing hard ing in anti Ipat 
x their release In a moment more, harms not,” as 
ith an audible impulse, the green apex piloted by the two 
rsts asunder, and the four freed sepals of itseves, hovers 


slowly reflex against the hollow tube of in the murmur 


the flower. while the lustrous corolla ous cloud of 


hakes out its folds, saluting the air with hummine phan 


virgin breath tom-wings. How 
The slender stamens now explore the often have 


gloom, and hang their festoons of webby watched these 


pollen across their 

tips None toosoon, 

for even now a sil 

very moth cireles 

about the blossom, 

and settles among 

the outstretched fil 

aments, sipping the 

nectar in tremulous 

content But he 

carries a preclo Is 

token as he hies 

a Vay, a volden 

necklace, perhaps, 

and with it a mes 

sage to yonder blos 

som among the al 

ders, and thus until 

thedawn, hisrounds 

directed with a deep 

design of which he is an innocent instru- mimic humming-birds in e gathering 
ment, but which insures a perpetual par- dusk, whirling about the flowers, follow 
adise of primroses for future sippers like ing the circuit of each fresh-blown clus 
himself Nor is it necessary to visit the ter, tilting and swaving in their buoyant 
haunt of the evening primrose to observe poise above the blossom’s throat, only 
this beautiful episode The same may be their long bodies visil in the fuzzy 
witnessed almost any summer evening buzzy halos of wing he slender capil 
much nearer home, even about your lary tongues uncoiled, nearly six inches 
porch, and among city walls, heralded in length, and thrust in turn deep into 
by those fresh, dewy whiffs from the the honeyed tubes 
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The honeysuckle bush 

was a favorite twilight 

4 haunt in those memorable early 

years of my entomological fervor 

One single evening I remembev bringing 

: to my net over thirty specime ns, great and 

: HINX-MOTHS small What a strange fascination they 








A MIDNIGHT 


SPHINX-MOTHS 
always had for me, with their great bul 
ging eyes, their grotesque shape, their 
mysterious flight, and queer exotic look 
as unlike the creatures of the 
the Stygian 


Indeed, my first specimen could 


generally 
sunshine as 
world. 
not more had I] bagged 
a chimera fresh from the moon, for these 


though from 


have amazed me 


sphinx-moths are hid from the sharpest 
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lav: protegés of 


gray rocks and fences, or 


merged in the fissured bark 


of trees, eluding the most 


careful search, their fre 


o coor now 


quent giowing 


smouldering beneath the 


ashes of their from which 


the 


uppe r wings 


they rise like a phoenjx in dusk 


These are mostly dre ssed sombre col 


ors, but some of them bear the aureate 


hues of the sunset on their wings, others 


are black as night, or painted with olives 
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e midn it trees, and one there 
‘ svi ts of dawn, as though 
) ! I rmotiey t sombre 
of the inimated being W ho 
i ed ist elation among 
CS i 1 bigre a 
! na 1@ Ino 
‘ ( rie inal flowers have 
id ted 1 ( t Ves espe i V to 
} ( ad Lepidoptera Hlaing 
( aeep tupoes or spurs 
Ol iccessible to the hawt 
oO these ere iS Intrusted the 
\ Oo man night - flowering 
tt iting a osphorescent quality 
( ening nrose l have mainly 
ed ‘ cense of faney, although, 
entists are to be believed, I have 
ircely undered from the literal 
for t singular luminous glow 
$ d other nocturnal flowers has 
" uted the attention of the cur 
ind positive qualities of inherent 
have been accorded in many in 
~ It t l¢ 1 it he ( ening 
0 pertect Sibie ! the aark 
t Trom ict phosphores 
ropt ive been ascribed to it 
perfect ithenticated instances 
ecord ol minous, electrica 
Like phosphorescence plaving 
fl $ The da hter of Linnaeus 
hie rst to not t observes one 
* i LiSO ibsequent \ OD 
l and chronicled it Similar flashes 
na e ber discerned On nas 
ns mublie ma old read poppy, oe 
! LDerose inflower il dl « en Y 
S u ? LO Lhese rwuthoy. es 
uso adi ad this iuminous 
le around poppy, but explained 
i rT la hn complementary 
" ! f t seems to me, o 
}) sion vas more K ¢ 
sophie than that of the scientist 
etra n ean be evoked | 
Ls } philosophic exper 
\ momel ss 1diV g ( il sotie 
oO i S 1 ¢ ter e eve be 
en il turn to the opposite 
revea Line COLO ed ire t 
d s portion of the eluste und 
VS In the complementary hue a 
hich plays incessantly around the 
3 as e eves are shifted Thus the 
re ft the popp is a chostly gvreen 
that of the primrose Is purple 


Whether or not the primrose is thus 


endowed may be similarly demonstrated 


by any one, and I think it will be found 


as In thie vriters experience, that thi 
brightest cluster, however luminous 
may appear in its haunt as a condensi) 
mirror of the midnight sky, will be invis 
iblein a perfectly dark closet—conditions 


under whieh true phosphorescence would 


crlow vith added brilliancy 


| have observed this same luminous dé 


ception prettily illustrated in the instance 
of the pondweed (Utricularia), with its 


floating candlestick dancing on the rip 


ples, the faint light from its yellow petals 


attended by numerous circling moths. 
But we are not without numerous ex 
amples of true phosphorescence among 
our vegetation, for the ‘‘ fox-fire” of the 
midnight forest is a true plant How it 


leams in the dank noe 


} 


urnal woods! 


most brilliant in the deepest recesses, as 
though feeding its fire from the very 
darkness. There is a whole tribe of these 


phosphorescent fungi—luminous moulds, 


mushrooms, and toadstools They shine 
through crevices in the bark of trees or 
among the leafy loam. They glare at 


you with true feline suggestiveness from 
the deep hole in decayed tree or shadowy 
den amid the rocks. Following the hint 
of a peeping speck of fire, 1 have torn 
the bark from a decayed prostrate trunk 
in the woods, and liberated a flood of 
brilliant light covering several square 


That as an observant poet, by the-w iv, 


vho jotted down the following episode 


The last line is especially felicitous and 


graphic, and brings vividly to mind this 
animated spark down deep among the 
adewy grass 

That is a happy blending of natural and 
poetic truth in these lines of Coleridge 


for, like Hero, who lit her nightly torch 
to guide her fond Leander, even so the 
clowworm gives this bright token to her 
ardent flame hovering above the grass, 
the glowworm being in truth but the 


wingless mate of the fire-flv. 


But L have said comparatively little of 























dew 
to 


ary 


the dew, vet in the whimseys of the 
there sufficient 


let the moon shine on thee in thy solit 


Lone is a Invitation 


The path of the night rambler is 


ah iin 
— Lill rated with hril “oe | 
aved and liluminatedad WIth Drilllants, an 


o the tvro in these fields seems « specially 





ecked out for the occasion \ sheen of 
descent silver flashes through the grass 
right and left at every swing of 
antern, like a flitting phantom Of a rain 
OW, The mazes of the spider festoon 


rass 1h a drapery Of dlaphanous sil 


er lace yx ndent in sparkling spans trom 
clover head to grass tip, and enveloping 
e entire meadow beneath its glistening 


An 


creets your passage hither and yon from 


the wheel 


ieshes pearly spangle 


answ 


ering 


shape d gyossamers everyw he re 


hung amone the herbage, for nature 
erowns this airy marvel with a rare dia 
dem These innumerable wheels of 

ce,” such as remain intact, are mostly 


visible by day, except to a quiet search 


ing’ € and the 


ye, greater portion of their 
number are renewed or freshly brought 
into being during the twilight, and are 
quickly baptized with dew, every thread 
ind strand strung with brilliants, suggest 

a possible clew to the old time popular 
lief that 


dew burned by the sun 


be ‘gossamers were composed of 
In the caprice of the various leaves in 
r attitude toward there 
much of interest; the fastidiousness of this 
that, one ap 
pearing as dry as at midnoon, and anoth 


thei moisture is 


leaf, the eager affinity of 
er laved and revelling in the nocturnal 
bath Here is the common plantain at 
our feet as wet as though fresh from im- 
mersion, its dripping Ss irface condensing 
the moisture in rivulets along its parallel 
velns.and conducting through the grooved 


stem a long and generous quaff to the 
parched earth at its root Other leaves 
are clothed in a glistening sheen re 


sembling hoar-frost; they flash a fugitive 
response to your lantern, and upon the 
bright 


guise and leave their surface dry. 


dis 
An 


strange 


slightest touch let fall their 


other great lush leaf exhibits a 
contradiction of caprice, and seems hard 
ly to know its own mind, its general sur 


face appearing perfectly free from moist 


ure. yet nursing its great crystal globe 


at every depression upon its uneven sur 
Its 


instinct with avarice. 


face. moveless poise seems almost 


Its cup is brimful, 
and each silvery restless bead, 


“ Searce 


touching 


whe re it les, 
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rrows apace ut the ace n iter velo 
aisturbs the eq bi im t s ‘ ! 
morous signa lor a gweneral 2 ‘ ( " 
a net-work of flashing rills 

Following the sound of Lie Ler in the 
runnel, a rare spectacle awaits vou where 
the Equisetum, the vulgar ** horsetail” « 
the davlight, now stands trai red, a 
marvel of nature’s bijoutry, each whorl o 
itscurved fringes drooping with its weight 
of gems, a mimie fountain worthy the 


court of any Faerie Queene, like that 1 


Spenser's “power of bi 


‘I ri ¢ 
The freaks of dewy caecoration seem end 
less in variety The feathery tops of 


ss and other 

ith flashin 

while their drooping blades are often 
I ae 

along their edge Ol plerce a 

bead at their tips 


grass, an army ol 


blooming herds-gra grasses 
are all a-tangle w angles, 


S} 
free 
from moisture, or aps upl used hang 
a border 
solitary Here is a 


bristling bed of foxtail 


those ‘peaceful spears of the field,’ each 
bearing aloft its glittering trophy unto the 
dawn. 

Let us descend beneath the hill to the 


here is a charm 
for the 
for it 


borders of the pond, for 


ed spot | have reserved it last, 
the 


crown-jewel of all this brilliant realm 


bright consummation, is the 
Every one knows the * 
bright reveller of the 


with its golden ‘* ear arops 


jewel weed,” the 
brook side copse, 
and luxuriant 

of the hum 
ming-birds and humble-bees, the Iimpa 


spray, murmurous haunt 
French, 
of 
With its touchy, 


hard 


tiens, or noli-me-tangere of the 
the 


the loitering school boy 


‘*touch-me-not” or snapweed’ 


jumping pods, popping even at a 
look or breath. 


Let us lay our lantern amid the succu 


W hat a lav 


lent stems here by the brook 
ivery leaf 


ish display of gems! Ever among 
the lush, translucent canopy, though 


high 


and bordered with its pendent array of 


as 


noon, now drooping low 


dry as at 


pure limpid diamonds, a spectacle such as 
Aladdin might sath 


his supernal lamp, but 


have awakened bene 


vhich finds few 
parallels in natural fields 
The 


glands along the edge 


ite 
the 
the 


stem, each of which seems possessed of 


analytic eye discovers min 


of the leat at 


crenate points, and one or two on 


power of denied 


the Im 


distillation 


W hole 


some secret 


peds ol 


to other plants 








po eer oo-eee 


gale tee 


= 


- a 





Mf patiens will sometimes 

be seen scintillating with 
their gems when no drop 
of dew is discernible else 
where. 

There are many beau 
tiful surprises among these dewy shadows, 
but none comparable to this tearful dell 
where the penitent jewel weed tells her 


beads. 

But though the dial sleeps, the hours 
have flown. A long gamut this for day 
light folk. We may now return to our 


pillow, conscious that we have explored a 
new world and doubled our possessions. 
WILLIAM HAMILTON GIBSON. 














ese are hh ist lines of the « rming 
ting in ch Tennyson placed his 
Morte d’Arthur”’ upon its first publica 
ortv-SsIxX Vvears ago li if ldy S 
thre King the poem how appears as the 
Passing of Arthut but the sé ne is 
lt is called The Epic and 
dto it rdduece the poem as read b 
et ataco trv house « Christn 
Phe Epi is a tine s illon 
ie melodious Tennysonia blan 
= 6 ind « tne poets SKILL 1M MeallZzlng 
most familiar and homely scenes and 
It begins thus 
At | \ ( ] 
\ 1 


| 3 I | iI 
I 
I i I ( - 
| 
t presently it appears that Everard 
I t! poet had ritteh an epie of 
ry Arthur, which he had burnt, as a 
< rather remodelling models th un de 
| 
nga Like 
\ it ‘ 
\ H ( s,1 
\| tT tT 
But Francis Allen had picked = the 
venth book om the heart] ind now 
H 
> ot spa 
K s he W . s 
D : ( t c 
he i fo OWS tne be wutitul poem iS We 
ow it and tnen a brie f epiliogmue in the 
one of the prelude, and very delichtful 
escribine® the oiling to bed n the early 
ter morn and in dreams Arthw 
irning as the modern gentleman, un 
the da reaks and the C stmas bells 
ein Lo} 4 
This melodious setting of the familia 
poem is one of the most delicate and beau 
tiful tributes in modern Enelish lit 
ture to the sentiment of the old Eng 





hristmas. When this poem was written, 
Christmas Carol Chimes 
to and the 


13° 


and 


*KEULSS 


come Christmas re 


vet 


characteris y E s ( ( 
storv-t iers } oucg t c ‘ Pe) Nn 
the poem 1s more spl t e 
stories | Li¢ hh Says O M tuiay hat 
lis ¢& od Ss Lfood » eal i ha Ss l Ol 
thie Dickens (¢ ristmas Bu for | lhl ry 
folk ox | »eat IS a very 00d Lood 
Was gton hb ne Ss 1 eal t 
U sul a va H s 4 ris S | 
pers «ce ot or e kil et oO 
the day 1 > rest ad chee S 
We is ood et hg ind Vill Aan nal ll 
live ft ch which conjures Ly) Live ideal and 
Lraditi I land ol e foam 
tal ure il the siriom ( eparadbie 
parts It is t s hui 1 Sy naeed 
vhich endears the t onal English 
Christn 1 hie gy of the nativity was 
not on slorv to Goc thie ohest. but 
also on earth | ice On to men 
Now pe ice und ( a renerous 
ind comprehensive elLS€ nie e beef and 
pudding ( ristn cheer is not onlv a 
Spiritual joy il a satisfaction of the 
senses It is spiritual mec I na i 
igoration, but it Is SO § round 
the wassail-bow] 
[ r f 
Bb s 1 
It is the mine li ol two. the tisfac 
tion of the complete mar ( Ss the 
Eng ish tradition ot ¢ } n S 
As it appears 1n lite ire itis especia 
the Testival Of good l a mel int 
that requires a Danquet ( Is Tie a 
Barmecide feast The ( ristmas - DOX 
which eonta ned go d wishes and no ng 
more wouid be as sore 7 sappointm hit 
as to find in the stocki hung for Santa 
Claus oniva pious tract W het e Dai 
ryman's Daughter comes on ( ristmas 
morning she must be « , ird a 
least. and offer her oO} I yped 
svllabub The lesson « ( Is not to 
SaV ONY t to ae il ur 
hearts, as well as our 
I ‘ ( 3 
we hear them saving something, as Whit 
tington heard the bells of London The 
are Whispering to us to prove our faith by 








\ it t i! rris-¢ nce) i 
horse ind neard the ts 8s ne 
the co mh ! ind al Sst, caug ‘ 
t mistietoe, she paid the weet 
reit « i And n ( itton ( 
‘ e her re cheeks 
1 sne pa il Vil ia] and seers 
ed to t hi that ( ristmas con S 
once a veal But long afterwa 
) Lb Vvea l had peen nar ( 
the youth who caught her beneath thie 
° 
cred s is She made the plum-pude 
every ( ristmas, and helped to har 
ttle sto nes by the firesid und | 
ed t R ver, and g iv butted the bl 
nial e remembered that it is 1K 
S pa on nor the 11US, nor evel 
ha ) orieit hich made the old ¢ 
Mas something that id not set 
1 S ho aie With I ( rot o 1 
sie S caug L now under tf 
ele not DV that \ th onty, but 
{ ) ~) thp ry arins hoeco er 
i ( tlh KISSES and Whe! 
is t ( romping, and the little fell 
th pud rims we fast asleep. he 
their dolls and horses and elephants 
dows, she said to that vouth of other vea 
| is ol the vrames and the puddan 
nd the MiisStietoe that mace Lie oO 
( ristmas tL was love and ve ma 
( is Ul veal 
VHEN a : : d Re 
his resi Ce | 1 ser ded ai ( l 
ru is i { “ bt not 
} Sq ut di t n his nemnvorhooe 
! ed that had ne r been there uni 
to the iste ished mquiry of his fre 
iuswered that he wanted to leave some 
Lhing uhseen Perhaps he held ome i 
AL pro magn fico, and felt that 
see th eves’ would be to lose an 
| LO} Perhaps it was a humorous whn 
to amuse himself with the ee un sul 
prise of the inquirer, as if a man should 
j in Rome and never see St. Peter’s, fo 








the picturesque drive 

No such sentiment characterizes ou 
modern society The determination 
Know everytni about everv body IS ul 
versal, and a great part of what is publish 
ed as news is merely gossip. Looking ata 


newspaper Of sixty or seventy vears ago, 
nothing is more striking than the absence 


of allusions to essentially private matters. 





tleman had a dinner party or 
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rt 1 at S 4 tre <a 
( us first to love his neé 
elf. and to be n a l of | 
ww. but throughout the +s 
hh, alter a period of scien 
1 whieh it Sse ned as if mal 
live by the nebular ! Vpoth 
he could but have a litt 


little nely 
ssing link, the new Christmas 


re IS anvthing 


iment S 
ind comfort 
II] 
. ‘ ‘ } 
New Testamen ul is © ¢ 
ion of t new Christn 


the old, but in 
cher, and more luminous 
implications infinitely more 
This literature does not mock 


alms for the holiday season 
but it warns us th 


at thev are 
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a ! ) ©) if ) ‘ ( 
to the k « eld His of t 
Ce S, rathe odd rade »> as et a tro. \l { ) 
| ( iit ited people oO have pleasure 1 toi 
su ise to the attitud ( sten Lice s do hem 1 
oe by the spectacle of a man noble. rich ages poetry has afl met ‘ 
unt, like Tolstoi, renouncing their this sort, but it re \ 
ad aS of no wo They ear him ceive it and express ( 
eartache and trouble of mind, and form of literaturé ut t oO oO 
think it is a new prophet come to phase of the deve mol tu) 
Ke then it Tolstoi L1imself con of our time to the s¢ 
LI re as them tf s { hi st No boo ! Te] \ ( 
) S spo the t an ! cou icceed er ho 
s them hear H e) rk d 
Christ and the ife of Chris it this In th AS to the ( I I of 1 
noment spirine the ite ture of Passio ind p ( ) ‘ ( ( 
orld as n r before d raising it up of self i ! hideo 
ness against waste and int and The ! ( aL vel : 
It LV fess Him.as in Tolst Ss wol vorshippe : J bes 
tL aoes, or it may ae y Hin Dut it cannot 1a nan i Vict H ig S S$} 
xclude Him and in the degree that it ig recognized the supreme claim ot the o 
nores His spirit, modern literature is artis- est humanity Its error was to idealize 
tically inferior In other words, all good the victims of society. to paint them in 
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ul I ENNIAL COMPLAINT 
Now dear,” said Mr. Younghusba 
ie the partner of | ovs, Who was about 
forth ¢ Christinas shopping bent, vet 
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Ha ou decided on your presents for 
boys mv ce asked Mr. Hendricks, at 
t ads had left the breakfast-table for 
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Oh!” cried Mrs. Marrin, as she and het 


band left the political meeting and were j 
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You're just like a woma 
JOHN KENDRICK BANGS. 
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